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THE DEVILS* AQE 


CHAPTER *1 

« • 

WHAT^can have become of Newby? M asked Mr 
Clair, and looked inquiringly at the | faces of his 
•sister, Lady Pari win, his three guests, and* Doiothy, 
his daughj^frtfa only child. 

No one could ajpiger him, for no one kneV. Sir 
John Newby haabeei^ invited on a Saturday to 
Monday visit, ibui* days previously, but bad not 
presented himself No replies came to a letter and a 
telegram, and now-^on Tu^day— the morning papers 
stated that the jnfllionaire had vanished.^ The 
Morning Planet — always to the fore with sensational 
happenings— asserted that Sir John Lad left his City 
office at two o’clock ^>n Saturday, without mentioning 
his destination, add since .then had noU been seen or 
heard of. As yfc, therf was no suspicion of foul play, 
although the joomial in question hintld AatNewby’s 
name figured in Aarchistic lists — c#n the authority of 1 
an anonymous letfbr-^s^tliat of an rtiemy to the poor 
and rifceay. But Sir John wao^lways so precise and # 
mqfhodical in his business and private relations* that' 
the mere fact of his non-dfcpearanc?* for at least three 
days was sufficient to render those who knew him 
irftimately extremely uneasy. Amongst these was 
Mr Francis Clair, of the Manor, Beltan, Essex, and 
fie had greater cause to be anxious than most people 
knew, sigce the millionaire* was his n&fcsgt ana -most 
generous friend. Dives, his doings -ancl es move- 
ments, is always worth troubling about ^Not * that 
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Clair was any fnore devout a ^forshipjfcr of ICRMtoU , 
titan the average man* v t ‘ ' • 

•This aristocratic gentleman was desperately poor 
and dwelt in a tumble down old mansion, inherited 
from a long line m pauper ancestors. Indeed, it was 
said over and over again, that Clair wodjd be wise to 
sell the ramshackle Manor for what it would fetch, 
pay his debts, with the result, and settle in a small 
cottage; to live oh the three hundredf a year which 
.^presented his income. But Mr Clair was proud ana 
obstinate, and accustomed, as a scholar, to plait 
living and high^ thinking. „It was inconceivable to 
him tha£ Essex" Ttuld exist unless the remaining 
members of its best family remained under the 
ancestral roof-tree. Therefore, he stuck to his ruined 
home, Eke a gallant captain to his wrecked ship, and 
•—again like the captain — Mr Clair would have 
preferred death to disgrsfce. Of coupe, this if putting 
it strongly; then, Frauds Clair felt strongly <xt\ 
the subject of his family pedigree. jUL^ke turnip, 
the begt part of him was underground, ^ at laast, 
in the family vault. * 

The dining-room, wherein the §ix ^people sat round 
a very ill-furnished table/ **vas aristocratic and shabby, 
like its owner. Apparently, it had not been turned 
out, or decorated, since Georg^h days; which was 
quite likely, ^ince the Clairs had been paupers almost 
from the time fhat the first o i them came over with 
William the Conqueror. The wpll-paper . was of a 
faded -fed, andr almost hidden by family portraits in 
tarnished gilded frames*. The*Turkeg carpet and the 
plum-coloured Jiangqigs were waft* and a trifle 
.raggedy The cumbersome sideboa^u and table and 
chairs welfe of a^olid type Jong tfince passed away, 
and looked out of place in thte ghnmck age» The# 
^silver displayed on - fH£ well-darned damask table - 4 
doth* was tubbed to thinness Eke a mflch-imed 
Shilling, and tlA glass-ware, if diampnd-cut and 
heavy, was of an obsolete pattern. Everything in 
the room looked centuries old, not excepting Mr 
Clair and his widowed sister, who Jpd returned bom* 
after* the deatfc of hef hu^>aqd to aid the keeping up 
of the houpTwtth her smsAl income. • 

The four ycamg people, who faced each ether at 
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the tide# of the table, presented t dm«tol coabput 
of yca^aad beauty to the old fcsy a» her ancwht 
brother. William Mater tgA WiUhrib man Muter— 
locally known a* .Billy and WiHy-ajwere a bachelor 
phir, who chummed together in a small boose at the 
card ad Behan village, and got a good 'deal of fin 
oat of life on a united income, which amounted to 
one thousand pounds. They were devoted to one 
another, and both declared that if one married ^the 
other would die. Willy, the spinster was certainly 
sticking to her guns, in declining to hear the 
marriage service read ; bat of late qjie had begn afraid 
that Billy admired Dorothy Clair too much. Pot 
this reason she had not desired to come to the Manor, 
but had accepted when Billy had assured her that 
( his admiration for Dorothy. \jas merely artistic. As 
' Billy knew as much about art as the motor-car be* 
and Willy* shared • between them, the truth of this 
assurance was doubtful, » ' . 

Certain! V^fcS? Clair Was well worth admiration, 
everf ot themost nmnounced kind. She was one of 
those opalescent blondes, rail fire and surface emotion. 
To describe her aw the fair one of the golden hair with 
sapphire eyes and a strawiJhry cream complexion, 
conveys very little, of her charm. Dorothy’s real 
attraction lay in her* exuberant vitality, her almost 
aggressive sense ot youth, which fproed itself on 
people who were Iesw alive. , 

Willy Minter was a strapping, % fresh-coloured, 
handsome young woman, of the buxom .wench order ; 
•but she seemedwalmos* pile in the presence of the 
fragile Dorothy, rerith her overwhelming vitality and! 
incense livingnesaS , « 

The remaining member of the dinner-party thought 
sometBing like this, as he lopkpd across the table at 
the nom demure girl. In the presence of her ’ aunt • 
ana father, Dorothy Was compelled, »by t reason of Their 
antiquated views, to affect h reserve, which sat iff off 
hdr. But Percy Ballon had seen her in the open air, 
and away from such frigid influences, and knew well 
that hey Qhaker affectations the present % were 

merely surface glossing*. »He was as 4ark ah At 
was fair, and quite as passionate in twpdhrvcwur ot 
.his sevna-and’twenty years. Having clear*curfeat«tw» 
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a rather aquiline nose, and h cleanshaven fact, he 
represented the Roman type, energetic, jjiasterful, 
imperious, yet calm and self-controlled in his strong 
passions. * 

Naturally, whfn a man of this*- nature comes into 
the presence of a powerfully- vitalised young woman, 
he obeys the law of the great Mother and falls in 
16ve. He determined to put his fortunes to the test 
at the very first opportunity, if only to quell the 
raging sea of love, which threatened to make ship- 
Nvreck of his life and prospects if not soothed. r 
What can have become of Newby?” asked Mr 
Clair once more. • 

“ Ferlfaps he has gone on a secret mission connected 
with his African affairs,” said Hallon, thoughtfully. 
“ Sir John is a man who keeps his business very 
4 much to himself.” 

” You forget,” croaked Lady Panwin, (Jitiwing up 
her thin figure, " that Sir John 1 ' promised to stop here 
for a few days. Low as is his birtl^jjid brusque as 
are his manners, he would scarcely Ireaf^tu so, unless 
the unforeseen had happened 

“ Apparently the unforeseen has i happened,” said 
Billy, lightly. 

“ We are agreed upon that,” replied Hallon, 
quietly. “ The question -is what the unforeseen can 
be ” 

■ * “ Certainly not a secret misgion,” said Mr Clair 
decisively. •“ Sir John usually sends his secretary on 
such errands. < 

“Perhaps m this instance Jbe coqjd not trust his 
secretary,” remarked^ Willy Mintcijpwlio was eating 
an apple. * % * JT 

• “ My%ear,” observed L^ly Paiivin, raising her 

lorgnette, “ Sir* John has ev«ry Vonfidence tn his 
secretary, who is his*ftvtn brother Richard, his second 
•self in looks and nature.” * * 

# ” They are ndfther of* them hands<iune, auntie,” 
remarked Dorothy, with a shrug; and at once Clair 
glanced at her severely* 

u Newby is not an Adonis, certainly ;* nor is he ^ 
Chesterfield, much less a Romeo. He is a son of the 
soil, 7 contj^uod Mr ClaW," dusting his hands as 
though s*wne the* said soil adhered; “ but his 
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natute is a noSle one, and by brain power he has 
raised hknself to the enviable position of possessing 
three millions of money. Such meritorious peasants/ 
remarked the old gentleman, with a side glance at 
his daughter, “ might well marry *nnto families* of 
birth who have less of this world's goods. Then the 
sinking fabfic of aristocratic domination might 8e 
saved from disappearance in this democratic age." 

*Hallon bit his lip as Dorothy shrugged again. 
Billy Minter had hinted twice and JLhrice that Sir* 
John Newby wished to make Miss Clair his wife, and 
that the poverty-stricken* father was not ayerse to 
being the Agamemnon to this Iphigenwi. He 
dexterously turned the conversation. “ If Richard 
Newby is his brother's second self in looks and 
nature, how conies it that he has not made a fortune? 
He ought to be his brothers partner and not his 
servant ? * # , * * 

• “ Richard is the double of Newby, sawerin brains,” 
said Clair* sh^rf^. 

“ Then h (Tracks tl^Jjest part,” said Willy, brightly , 
and nobody contraflCTfd *this very obvious remark. 

Mr Clair speculated a few more time>s as to what 
could have kept vSii John NeWby from his hospitable 
board, and then Lady Panwin gave the signal for 
withdrawing to the uimwing^room. Billy ana Hallon 
were forced to remaifi behind and pass±h% very fruity, 
port in wliat their ho>it called the good old-fashioned 
^ way. They would much rather have pandered with 
the girls into the shadowy gardens. 

• And that is whither Boirfthy and her bosom friend 

went. Lady Tan^n took forty wrnks m the drawung- 
room, perhaps to imistrate the proverb that who 
sleeps dines! ” an! Dor^by clutched Willy with a 
frenzied grasp. • 

" Willj, have you got the usual? ” she asked, in 
a whisper, and making for* the door, 3 

‘‘Trust me, dear! ” was *Miss Mister's reply, and J 
forthwith* repaired to the hall, where her loose clonk 
was lying on a chair. y 

# When they* were* in the garden^ the two girls fairly 
ran to a secluded summ^r-lmuse— whence they could 
obtain a *view of the di'uin^-room VMd^ws— and 
Willy produced a parcel of bread and * cheese, some 
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rich, home-made cake, and a* bottle *4 ginger wine. 
These things she shared with Dorothy, $nd they 
'proceeded to eat their dinner. Dorothy even asked 
a blessing, as her strong' white teeth bit into a crust 
of bread, and s<&emnly thanked her friend. 

41 If it were not for you, Willy dear, I should die 
o* starvation/* * 

4 * Why don't you make them feed you better?" 
asked Miss Minter, eating at a great rate. 

. 14 It’s no use. Auntie has only a hundred a year ; 

and father has® but three. They say that they can’t 
iUake both ends meet on sych an income.” 

41 Why not make one end vegetables, then?” 
asked willy, laughing at her stale joke. 44 But 
really, Dolly, it would be better to sell some of that 
silver and have better food. I’m nearly dead! ” 
i 41 So am I. What delicious cheese this is ! A 
glass of ginger wine ! Oh, dear, darling Willy, 
here’s youir y eased health, y<3u Saviour t>f my life! 
What i£ the use,” she went on, wj*en th^ glass w&s 
empty, ** of writing on a tiukery metfWM^ * Potage de 
mouton k I’Eoossaise,’ when it-M^nly Scotch broth ? ” 
Willy shuddered , and sWept # the crumbs from her 
knees. "Don’t insult vScotch ' br<Sth, Dolly. What 
we had was water. When I think of Julia’s soups ” 
—Julia was the housekeeper — 14 rich, and hot, 
and ” 

44 Don’t ! Don’t ! ” Dorothy was almost tesvrfnl. 
"You’ll make me hungry again. Oh, dear me! I’ll 
have to marry him aftei all ! ” 

44 Many? Marry whom?” asked Wilhdmixra, 
crossing Ijer } egs ^nd lighting a Abigarette. 44 Oh, 
yes. € ^u mean that Newby mf j. I thought that 
was what Mr Ciair meant r at diwner.” 

44 It’s ridiculbus, of course/’ Vaid Dorothy, pear 
sivaly watching WiHy*s enjoyment of a Nestor — she 
did* not smoke herself. /* He’s old, and*' fat, and 
• ugly; and I den’t love^bim. Who could? A red- 
faced, elderly thing like that. But he’s, rich <pnd 
kird-hearted, and I exist manage to get decent meals 
somehow.” * f < 

41 Then marry Percy Hallon,” said Willy, promptly. 
* 4 He lovfs jftJu, ana you "know that behoves you* 
Oh. yes , youanay look as long as you like, miss, but 
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IX 


lies*” 


as far as bis Christian 
Wilhelmina 


you do. AxuLyou low him*— I'm sure of it. .What's 
the* use of telling lies, you silly little fool? " 

" I'rf not a fool, and I don't intend to tell 
said Dorothy, haughtily. , 

" Then, confess.** 

" Confess what^ " 

" That he is— he.** 

" I do. He is— Percy.** 

11 Oh— hum I# You’ve got 
name! ** 

# " No, I haven't. Don’t you dare, 

Mintfcr. He doesn't know that I — that I- 
" That you want to marry him for a squajqp meaf? " 
finished Willy frivolously. • 

" Oh ! " Dorothy felt disgusted. " There's no 
romance about you ! " 

w There ought to be in this garden," said Willy, 
glancing round the quiet, sljadowy pleasance. " Btft 
there, wtm can you giexpect romance after the dinner 
• we have # had? " • * , 

" Willy always thinking of food." 

* So were you ^ntil you finished that bread and 
cheese. But you are always thinking of that Newby 
creature, I suppose*" 

"Huh! I hate him! That is, I don't exactly hate 
him — as he's very jiice and kind. But I can't marry 
him, and I shan't — there !*’ 

" Storm at your ‘father, dear, not s£ me," said Miss 
Minter, philosophically. " It’s not my fault. But 
now that the Newby animal has disappeared, you had 
better turn your attention to Percy." 

"How do > # knou^ tUat he loves me?" asked 
Dorothy, going at a tangent. # ? 

" Because he s .id — oh, well, newer mind;'" * • 

4t * li do ! *He said, Willy, what did he 

say?*" * # ,, 

" I'll leave .him to explain when he comes out 
here." • • * 

" Willy "—in breathlesS excitement- 
tb propose?" 

"Yes. But he's doubtful* about being accepted." 

„ IV And ^fell he may be," sfiid Dorothy, ruefully. 
M He's pot rich." • • f / 

' “ You mercenary girl. * Hg's got # five hundred a 


is he goiAg 
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year of his own, and is in the motor business, which 
is the thing of the future. Besides, he iS good-lookkig 
and well-born and well-bred. I don't know what 
nftwe you require in a husband. As for your Sir 

John Newby ” # 

“ He's not rnftie/’ said Dorothy, impatiently. 
" I’m sure I never wish to set eyes on him again, as 
he leases me so with his love-making. Ohly father 
does want money and I am so sick of poverty. If it 
were not for the money, a proud man like father, 
would never let me marry a low-born millionaire, 
however nice.** 

“•Hum! Perhaps not. Do you intend to obey 
your father or your r heart? ” 

44 1 don’t know. I can’t say. Of course, I love 
Percy — it’s no use denying it, for I do love him. And 
he loves me, as 1 can see by his eyes. Lovely eyes, 
aren’t they, Willy dailing? But — — ” 

if No 1 buts ’ Dolly. Iviarry him. If y^€ don’t 
you’ll go on l/wg at Poverty Hail for ever, now that 
Sir John is gone.” r,* , * 

“ I suppose so,” sighed Dorothy, dismally ; 44 unless 
the 1 Devil's Ace * makes a ohaftge^ You know the 
legend.” . 

Miss Minter looked towards a ruined tower rising 
vaguely in the shadows. 14 Yes,’* she said gravely, 
<f 1 know the legend.” 



CHAPTER II 

• _ 

* m 

" I don't ! " said a pleasant voice at the # elbow of 
Dorothy, and the two girls jumped up nervously, to 
find Hallon looking in at the side window of the 
summer-house- " Tell me the legend, Miss Clair/' # 
"Oh! ** cried Willy, irritably, "how you startled 
me. I \?i4‘h you wouldn't walk like a qgit, Percy/' 

• " The turf deadened the sound of fiiy footsteps, I 
expect. Aimes have you on your conscience, 

to ftake you so afraid? " 1 

" We’ie not afraid," • said Dorothy, untruthfully 
and illogically ; * but these §hadows, and your voice 
coming so suddenly, aud the legend of the ‘ Devil's 
Ace/ would make any one afraid. I don’t pretend to 
be any braver than jrity neighbours." 

" What a contradictory speech ! " fatflghed Hallon 
gafly. " And your legend sounds delightful. Do tell 
it to me. Miss Clair, and immediately. This is just 
the time for ghost stories." 

" It’s not a ghost sfory. It’s a — a — well, I don’t 
know what you would call it ! ** 9 9 

"A lie!" said Willy, uncomprt)tnisingry. *" But * 
where is Billy? " . * • 

" Wfth Mr Clair," said Percy f lazily. " They are 9 
walking* on the terrace, and discussing the • dis- * 
appearance of Sir John N£wby." *• * 

"Oh, deal* me ! I’m sick of hearing about it. I 
date say 1 he’ll appear again v$rv soon." 

"1 hope not," said Hallon, his eyes still on 
Dorothy ; thfai he coloured violently. " That is, I 
hope he ^ill. I don’t wffeK^itn -any harm." 

Willy looked at him, amused* " All.the same you 
would rather that # he did not reappear. Is that it? " 

" For* some Reasons, certainly," said Hallon, .with** 
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qpphasis. And Dorothy’s heart told her Jffhy he 
spoke so pointedly* 

M In that case/’ observed Wilhelmina, wickedly, 
" I had better jofli my brother and our host on the 
terrace.” • 

A So shall l f ” said Miss Clair, and linked her am 
with that of her friend. 

"What grammar ! ” groaned Will/, "And what 
silly stupidity ! tf Oh ! if you pinch me again, Dolly, 
I shall slap you. Here comes Billy! ” 

* I’ve Jelt my pipe at home,” said Billy breath- 
lessly ; * V and I’ve ‘finished my cigarettes. Do give 
me a cigar, old chap, or I shall die. That is, you 
know, Miss Clair, after a perfectly ripping meal I 
always enjoy a good smoke! ” 

'• " You never were diplomatic, Billy,” said Dorothy. 
" And why, 4 Miss Clai!* ’ ? ” # 

14 Oh, J always like to be* stiff on tnese state 
occasions,” rattled on Billy, puffin luxuriously! 
44 You* father makes me mind my 4 irk* and 4 ft’s/ 
you know. He’s a gentleman <*f the old school, ain't 
ne? Good old school! Glad I don't belong to it! I 
say, Dolly, you’ll have* to train Newby a lot, into 
buckram habits, when you marry him.” 

44 1 am not going to marry, liiin,” said Dorothy, 
violently. " W 4 hat rubbish you talk, Billy! ” 

" It's youT father has heeu talking it, then, my 
dear girl. He hinted that everything was as good as 
settled. Snch a blow to me,” complained the young 
man, with feigned grief, '* wVen I \yas about to ask 
you to be iMra Minta*. Why are* you so restless. 
ilallo*?i’ % 

44 1 was thinking— er — that is, I was meditating on 
—on— Sir John Newby’s disappearance,” said Hallon, 
hurriedly, and making* the first excuse that entered 
his head. . , 1 * 

4 44 Oh, bother ! « cried Willy. " I’m sick of hearing 
about that old man. Can’t we talk of something 
else?” 

44 1 suggest,” remarked Hallon, who ieant against 
the summer-house wfth f<^ded arms, " that Miss Clair 
should Telate the legend of the 4 Devil's Ace/ It’s 
about that tower, isn v t it ? ” 

" Yes,” said Dorothy, gravely, and drew aloser to 
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Wittfelinina, as they sat together on the summer- 
house stfcp; “and it’s nothing to laugh at, Billy, 
You wouldn’t be game to qpen that door." 

Minter lay down again, and, putting his hands 
behind his head, Stared' upward into the depths of 
the purple summer sky strewn with stars. "I 
don’t think *it would do much good if 1 did open it f 
Dolly," he $ai<k “ The omen only touches members 
of your family, you know. But by Jupiter! if the 
opening of that door would change th% luck, I wonder 
that Mr Clair hasn’t opened it ages and ages ago." 

“ It might change it for the woi^e," said Dorothy, 
quickly. “ My grandfather opened the dcror, and 
several of my ancestors ; but the opening never 
brought the luck of money to the Clairs, and 
that is what they mostly need. Still, at a crisis of 
my life, I might break the sp^ll, and change the lane* 
down whftfr I am at present travelling.’’ 

• " Marriage is supposed to be a crfci#," observed 
Willy, irrelep.ntiy. 

Ha lion shifted restlessly, and threw away his half- # 
smoked cigar* In a* mechanical way he lighted* 
another, ana again folding his arms, looked towards 
the haunted tower— at least, Tie guessed that it was 
haunted from the various hints given by his three 
companions. “ I should likfc to know what you are 
talking about," he* observed, in an ^obviously sdfc 
repressed manner. • 

, " Tell the legend, Dolly," commanded Miss Minter, 

abruptly. She was dt>ing her best to bring about an 
•understanding b^ween «thd lovers, and thought that 
the family history might help. • • * 

" The legend," began Dorothy, so suddenly that * 
Hallon started, 4t £eals \fith a game, of cards played 
by Axffyas Clair in the reign hi Henry VIII. He 
played igith the last Abbot of the monastery." * * 

"7ol!y old Abbot! " murmured Billy the frivolous. 
Dorothy took no heed* That tower,*' she went' 
onj pointing to the ruin, bulking blackly against the 
glimmering lights, H was part of the monastery— -p 
small one, bht rich in plate an<j rents and offerings 
of the faithful. When AanyUs Clair received it from 
the King* he pulled down the greater part of the 
monasticJjmldiugs^ and put ox the stbnes built the 
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present Manor House. Only the fower was« left 
^landing, and that he and all his successors were 
afraid to pull down, because of the secret chamber.** 
“* Secret! *’ echoed Wiltielniina. “ Oh, nonsense! 
Why, every one^kpows the door, ‘and where the key 
is. I could enter it in three minutes from now, Dolly. 
It 1 was the chamber in which Ainyas Clair played for, 
the monastery with the Abbot — that *5 all.** 

44 The people hereabouts call it the secret chamber/* 
protested Dorothy. 44 And it is underground, 
remember, Willy dear. Only those who know the 
wfiy, as^you do, could find dt.** 

44 What happened in the chamber ? ** asked Hallon, 
cunously. 

44 Abbot Hurley was ordered by the King to give 
up the monasteiy to Ainyas Clair,** said Dorothy 
•dreamily; 44 and, being a clever card-player, he pro- 
posed to surrender tire building, if Axnyfs won a 
game.** , * • 

44 Good old sportsman! n said Bilty. 44 1* wonder if 
they played bridge.** * 

r 44 What rubbish ! ** said Wilfy. 44 As if bridge was 
invented ; and, if it had been, two people could 
scarcely play it.** • 

44 I can’t tell the legend if you interrupt, ** said 
Dolly, impetuously. 44 Do let me go on. Well, 
then, Am yews r thinking that thtere might be some 
difficulty in getting the monastery otherwise, since 
the peasants were ready to rise and protect the monks, 
agreed to play the game. He wfis a wicked man, and * 
while the Abbot appealed to God to &clp him to win, 
Amyas asksed the Devil for aid. 'The game was a 
close •one, and t when it was nearly ended, Abbot 
Hurley was winning. Ainyas then called again on 
the Devil, and finally ^turned *up *the ace of spades, 
which decided that be was to. possess the mpnastery. 
Abbbt Hurley went away mth his monks, out left a 
4 cuise on the towkr, and dti the chamber wherein the 
game was played.** * * 

44 And the curse? ” 4sked Hallon, after a pause. 

44 He said that every time a Clair * entered thk 
chamber beloyr the* to\wer *and turned the ace of 
spades — which was left oft the stone table* after the 
game— the luck of the family would change. Several, 
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as 1 said, attempted * it, but every time th’e luck 
changed* to something worse. Therefore, my father 
is afraid to tempt the fates again, lest he should lost 
what little remains to him. # But I don’t think things 
can get much worse with our* family,” added 
Dorothy, pensively, " since we have cojne to almost 
our last shilling. Therefore, when a crisis comes «in 
my life, I intend to enter the chamber and turn the 
'.Devil’s Ace.’ * 

*' The card is called that ? ” asked the engineer. 

•“ Yes. And tradition says it is the very ace of 
spades which Amyas turned up to win the game 
which gave him the Manor.” • * 

There was a pause, while Hallon thought over the 
strange story. Billy yawned and stretched himself 
and rose to hivS feet. At that moment the tall form 
ot Mr Clair was .seen coming-out of the drawing-room,, 
window, ftmd appeared black Against the light of the 
lamp. Wfilielinina, atvare that if he c^rae down there 
would be* no chance of Percy putting his fortunes to 
the .test, seized her brother’s arm. “ Let us see Mr 
Clair,” she said, lm*rit*lly. ” Come along, Billy* 

I have an ide^ afoul Sir John Newby’s disap- 
pearance.” And betore the •astonished yonng man 
amid remonstrate, she was hurrying him across the 
lawn. Hallon and M^ss Clarir were left comparatively 
alone, and she felt *hal his burning eves were on her 
blushing face. # 

“ 1 must go,” she said, in a low f hurried voice, 

' and rose abruptly. • 

, ” No,” he sa^l, catching her arm gently. “ 1 wish 

to ask you something.” g # f 

“ Another time— another time.” 9 

”1 can’t -wait,” declared the impatient lover, im-' 
petuonsly “ This is •the hour and fhe place, and my 
opportunity.” * • • 

For* what? ” she aske£, nervously, not looking at* 
him, but at her father and his two* guests, who were 
reentering the lighted drawing-room. The question 
was needless — both knew that. 

• " Listen IV Hallon raised his finger. 

From a near thicket a£ ba!>e of the ruined tower 
came a long trill of song,*rich and p&sionate. Some 
wandering nightingale was pouring out his heart to 
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the sufomer night, and to the 'sleeping roses. Quick 
and hurried gashed the liquid notes, filling* the air 
*rfth golden minstrelsy. The night, as did the lovers, 
listened breathlessly to *ihe varied strains. No m 
came a joyous btrst of bubbling glee ; anon a strain 
of melancholy, heart-breaking and poignant. Higher 
and higher rose the mellow voice in rapid flutings and 
tremulous shakes, until it died away on the 
palpitating air in one low, sad note of despair. 

" You know now/' whispered Halloa. His arm 
glided round hlr waist, his passionate eyes looked 
into her own, and their two souls blended in the hush 
of the h$y night. * M You know now." 

" I have known all along/ 1 she whispered back, 
and hid her face in his breast with a sob of joy. 

"Oh! my dearest, and will yon — will you ? " 

* “ Yes! ” And again arose, triumphantly glorious, 
the epithalamium of thfc hidden bird. The # *wo, who 
were now oi*e,*never again to be two, did not speak. 
There wa’s no need of words. The ^nightingale told 
in eloquent music all they felt, all they longed dor, 
voicing in song the golden* silence of that supreme 
hour. They were Romeo and Juliet, Hero and 
Leander, Anthony and* Cleopatra. The spring-tide 
bliss of all lovers in all ages brimmed to fulness in 
that moment, which was less of /.rme than of eternity. 
And divinity^ r^n in fire through *their veins. 

M Come! "\said Dorothy, disengaging herself from 
the close embrace. 

" Whither? ” asked Fallon, pc^tically, as she drew 
him swiftly across the *lawn. Usually he was * 
commonplace iq his choice of words’; but who could 
help lying a poet % when standing in the golden light 
’ poured then from* the wide-flung gates of" heaven ? 

"The chamber^— the card! " ahe*said, rapidly and 

# brokenly. r< This is * th£ time and the plaqe. You 
‘spoke of it yours^f. My fcrtnnes and yours. Bbth 

are now one. Wd must know what will happen — we 
must turn the ace! " * • 

" No, no! " He caught her back as she was pass- 
ing into the wood Tound the tower. " I dare not. It* 
is dangerous." • « 0 

nt Are you, fhen, so stfperstitious ? " $Me asked, 
doubtfully. * 
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“ I*wa% not, for I had nothing then to lose. But 
now — with you. OhJ Dorothy, do not tempt God, my* 
dearest.” * 

” Has God anything to do with the Ace of spades? ” 
“No! That is why. That wic&ed game— that 
playing with evil. Don't let such thing! come inW> 
our lives. Besides Hallon strove to assert his 
common sense, Sorely shaken by the hour and the 
circumstance — u besides, it's all rubbish, you know.” 

v In that case, to enter the chamber can do no 
harm,” said Dorothy, lightly. “ To change our 
fortunes, we must turn the card. *At least, *1 must, 
being a Clair. My father will not allow me tt> marry 
you, since he wishes me to become the wife of Sir 
John Newby. He will make trouble, and may part 
us. By turniug the ace the luck will change. 

“ For tfce worse, it may be?” muttered the young* 
man, uneasily. “ Besides, I don't believe there is a 
card ! ” * * * • 

“ There may tfot be. The chamber has not been 
opened since the time*of my grandfather, fifty years, 
ago. I dare say it's all rubbish. Still, I have always 
said that when 3 cAsis cams I should venture my 
fortunes in this way. As things stand, everything is 
against our marriage. To change circumstances by 
turning the * Devil’* Ace ' may bring us happiness.” 

",We are happy now," urged Hallofk, much vexed/ 

“ I don't believe much in the Unseen. Still, by 
’ attempting to meddle* with such thing!, we may open 
a door which we may not be able to close.'* 

"Then you thieve '* 

“ I neither believe nor disbelieve, But-- — ” 

Dorothy shrugged a wijful shouldet, and, not Jiving 1 
him ti*ue to repeak hi* warning, she vanished into the 
door of the tower. Halloa cmx H* do nothing else but 
follow hfcr, and was at her heels in a moment. Wjthin * 
the ill-omened tower, the/ were both fully committed 
to* the adventure, so he did not again ^attempt to 
change her purpose. Dorothy caught him by the hand, 
••and led hire* along for some little distance* Shortly 
Hallon felt that he was descending a ruined stair. 
Although* it was as blacl? as the pit, his guide seemed 
to know her wav perfectly,, and fte surrendered 
himseli unresistingly to her will. Down and down 
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they went by the twisted staircase, until they arrived 
► on a damp and unwholesome pavement. Along this 
Dorothy ran, dragging* him eagerly. The passage 
was narrow, an d the walls dripped with water. 
Suddenly sjie stopped, and, reaching up, groped for 
something. The ring of falling metal* on the flags 
told him that the key had been placed hereabouts in 
some niche. Hallon ’s superstitious tears were again 
aroused, and he again tried to hold her back. Bjit, 
with wilful persistency, Dorothy snatched her hand 
ffom his grasp, and a rnpment later he heard the 
p'ating* of the key in the old-fashioned, clumsy 

° Have you a match ? ? * asked Miss Clair, in a 
matter-of-fact way, but her voice sounded eerie in the 
velvety darkness. 

Hallon, as angry wfth himself f and her # *is a lover 
well could J>e t for this nightmare journey, fumbled in 
his vest* pocket, and brought out & box. In 

the pale glimmer of the lighted lucifer he saw* that 
•they were facing a squat, jrched portal, the door of 
winch was open. The thought, of* whut might lurk 
beyond in the gloom, and the memory of that 
accursed card, set his teeth on edge. 

“ Don’t, Dorothy,” ho implied, secretly annoyed 
by his weakness at being so stKmgly influenced by 
’things he disbelieved in. “ Cotpe back » ” • 

But slie had already flitted over the fatal threshold, , 
and as the match burned his fingers in an expiring * 
flicker, be caught a momentary glimpse of her white- 
dinner-dres%. Jhere # was nothing left for him but to 
follo\^ so he cautiously advanced, while striking 
another lucifei. * As the #leain of the tiny flame 
spread, he heard and saw Dorothy feeling h€r way 
round the walls. Thdh'she stepped forward 4 into the 
' middle of the crvpt — for the chamber was notlting 
else. vSuddcnly $ne cried# out, as though the un- 
expected had frightened her. * • 

“ Oh ! ** sobbed Dourthy, “ something soft and 
human — a body. Oh ! " • * 

Hallon hastily stnfck £hr$e matches at once, and 
was by her side in an instant. The glimmfer fell on 
something long and Mark lying on a stone table. 
Dorothy clutched him and screamed* again. • 

* . 
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“ A dead bod^! ” sba gasped. “ On the table— 

1 where -the game was played ! n 

'‘Impossible! ” said Hatton, and advanced the - 
matches close to where he piysumed the head might, 
be. As the sharp, wax-like countenance grew out of 
the gloom, Dorothy tittered a final cry of alarm and 
unconcealed terror. She had found whaf she little* 
expected to fifld. 

“Sir John Newby! ” she stuttered. “Oh, ohl 
Sir John Newby! ” 

And then the light went out. 



CHAPTER HI 




Mr Clair, selted in the shabby drawing-room, with 
crossed legs and closed £nger-tips f was boring an 
audience of thfee with speculations as to the 
disappearance of Sir John Newby. From time to 
time Billy glanced reproachfully at his sister, mutely 
asking why she had placed him in so unpleasant a 
position. Willy had not thought fit to explain her 
reasons, lest the yotmg man, secretly ^morons cl 
Dorothy, sJuyild interrupt the lovers at aif inopportune 
moment. So Mr Clair prosed on^ eminently refilled 
and extraordinarily dull. # , 

" I expected Sir John by the four o'clock train on 
Saturday,” he complained, plaintively “ And Lady 
Panwin had prepared everything for his reception — 
you remember, Selina, what trouble you took. I 
remember that when •my qnpected guest did not 
arrive, I # walked as far as ^the Cuckoo's Grove, 
thinking t*hat Newby might have taken a sho# cut 
through therf, instead of proceeding by the high 
road. Of course, were things different — as regards 
money, 1 mean — 1 should Jjave seyt a carriage, but 
my mean* b^ing v^hat th«y are, Sir John expressed, 
in his letter accepting my invitation, an intention of 
waiting. It *is quite % mile from the railway 

station ” * « * * 

trifle over/ S ^think, sir,” interrupted Billy, 
respectfully. . # * • 

u I— tHuk— nf>t,” rebyked Mr Clair, slowly, " I 
have frequently walked it, coming through * the 
Cuckoo’s Grove.” • 

“ That short cut lessens the distance, of course/’ 
assented the young map, suppressing a yawn. ” So 
you did not lee Sir John (hero, Mr Clair 5 ” 

” Had I seen him,” rebuked the old gentleman 
3s3 # i 
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again, " I certainly should have brought him back to 
dinner, J did not enter the Grove, but paused on the 
outskirts and gazed along the road in the directioif 
of the railway station* I* did not see him, and so 
returned to my own house— after ta short stroll — 
extremely disappointed!’* . 

" You were late for dinner/* said Lady Panwin, v4io 
was tatting— an early Victorian craze she indulged in. 
".Yes, Francis, •you need not deny it, for you left the 
house at six, and it was ten minutes after eight when 
you returned. I am positive of the ttme, because the 
duck Was over-cooked. ^ asked Jules, who had been 
to the village for a bottle of white* vinegar, $ he had 
seen yon, and he had not.** 

" Jules probably came round by the road, Selina, 
and I — as I have clearly stated — was hovering on the 
outskirts of the Cuckoo's ' Grove. I was late,** 
proceeded Mr Clair, while Bitty and Willy looked at 
one another, wond£riii£ when this smalj-bper chronicle 
Ws coming to an end, " I know that well, Selina, 
and. you need* not remind me of the painful circum- 
stance that, owing totfn^ anxiety for Sir John, I was 
forced— for the first time in my life — to sit down 
to dinner in my ordinary » clothes, after a hasty 
wash.** 

" Did that matter f " asked Miss Minter, innocently. 
Mr Clair looked shocked. " Etiquette, my dear, 
isjvhat raises us above savages. It was* very painful 
for me to find myself not in evening dress at ten 
minutes past eight on Saturday. I shall certainly 
, point out to Nwby ho$y bis negligence caused me to 
commit a breach of good maulers. JLa<Jy Panwin " 
— he rose and bowed to his sister — " was^ kind 
enough to excuse me.** t # 

"Ob! it didn’t* matter,** said L4fly Panwin, care- 
lessly. " The duck was beautifully cooked, after all. 

Thsee-aftd-six it cost, and ** * 

Her brother raised his rymd. " Iterdon me, Selina, 
bgt these domestic details scarcely interest our young 
guests. You are democratic,* Selina ! ” 

• " When iWilly and Billy marry," said Lady 
Panwin, obstinately, " theg will be forced to attend 
to such things. It*s just «s well to ihform them." 

" I know all about them now, dear Xady Panwin,* 1 
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said Miss Minter, merrily. “ On our* small income l 
have to do a great deal.” < 

” As to being democratic,” went on the old lady, 
paying no attention to this speech, “ I suit myself to 
the age. Will’s the use of birth when there's 
scarcely a shilling to spend? 

Kit You shock me, Selina — you shock # tne ! Such 
sentiments remind me of the worst ( excesses of the 
French Revolution.” 

“ My dear prancis, owing to Pan win’s estates 
having passed to his skinflint heir, without any pro- 
vision living been made for ine, I have experienced 
poverty* as you know. But that Panwin gave me a 
good wardrobe, during our year pf married life, I 
don't know how I should clothe myself. What's a 
hundred a year, and ” 

. Mr Clair's silvery hair rose on end He and his 
sistei always differed In this way, and generally in 
company, ar imdy Panwin would not be suppressed.. 

“ There is no need to let the world # k notv of your 
unfortunate position, Selina.” * 

1 “These two infants being r the woild,” snapped 
Lady Panwin, “ it** no use, Ftapcis* 1 always call a 
spade a spade, and I ‘hope with all my heart that 
Dorothy will marry Sir John Nevvbjs and bring 
money into the family. *1 declare, if 1 were only a 
,stronger-mii\ded woman, that T Wbuld go to the tower 
and turn the 1 Devil’s Ace * t\l o»ce, in the hope of •our 
luck changing.” t 

“The door of that v. .eked chamber will never be 
opened duiing my lifetime, ” cved Mr Clair,* 
vehemently* and roce to give effect to his speech. 

“ My* grandfather ventured in and nearly ruined 
himself.” * 

“ But, surely,* sai<J Willy, tnribusly, “ yoif don’t 
believe in such rubbish* Mr Clair? ” t 

“Rubbish!” the old gentleman gaspea. “*Ah, 
w r ell, rubbish to* you, Walhelmiua, wrbo are not a 
Clair. But to me, to Dorothy, to Lady? Panviin 
yonder ” * 

“ Doto't bring me in, Francis ; I'm paftly a sceptic? 
myself.” 4 ‘ e * 

“Then, Selina, you are 'hot a genuine Clhir.” 

“I'm* a genuine ptmper, I think,” sighed Lady 
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Panwin, fee|ing # if her hair was in good order. “ And 

if Oh, mercy me! What’s that?** # t o 

She rose with a scream, ^nd the remaining three 
people also sprang up, but without the screani. 
Through the Frencif window, which &as one of three 
opening on to the terrace, came Hallon,* bearing in 
his arms th # e insensible body of Dorothy. Before 
the startled qij^rtettc could gain breath to ask 
necessary questions, he laid the girl down on an 
adjacent sofa, and explained. o 

“ She has fainted,” he said, rapidly, and evidently 
strung up to a high pitch »of excitepient. “ We were 

going to turn the ‘ Devil’s Ace,* and ” 

“ What! ” cried Mr Clair, furiously, and finding his 
voice with surprising rapidity. “ Do you dare to say 
that you have been to the tower? ” 

“Yes, Dorothy ” % 

“ Dorothy sir? ”• foamed Mr Clair. 

Yes, 1 ' said Hallon, obstinately. ft Dorothy is 
engaged t<J me and we went to turn the ace and 

change the luck, and — and ” 

“ Oh, don’t talk so*mfich,” cried Lady Fanwin, 
irritably, “ but ritig the bell for water.” 

By this time .she and Wilhelm ina were attending to 
Dorothy. Billy sprang to the bell, and Mr Clair, 
absolutely dum founded* by HYllon’s announcement of 
the engagement, stoofl stuttering incoherent remarks. • 
But before he could grwn control, and deliver himself 
of his opinion, the young engineer inflicted a second 
blow on Ins self -complacency. 

* “ We have vSir John Newby. He is dead — 

murdered ! ” * * 

Mi Clair dropped back into Iris chair, gasping, with 
staring eyes *and open ’mouth. H.e looked very 
undignified, but thiS n£w inteljigepcc, coming on top 
of the otfcer, reduced him to impotence. The "two 
womCn attending to Dorothy looked round with 
inarticulate exclamations. Only Billy" Mi liter* retained 
sufficient Command of motion and speech to spring 
forward and seize Percy’s arm*. “ Hallon ! Hallon ! 
AYe you mad ? Have you lost yo^ir wits ? ” 

“ 1 very nearly did, with the horror of the thing,” 
said Hallon, passing a handkerchief across his &ry, 
white li£s. “ Fancy coming on that Corpse in the 



20 . THE DEVIL’S ACE 

* t 

darkness. I struck a match and saw the face, and — 
-and — ugh ! " he shivered. ” I'll never get 4 over the 
sight." 

- Sir John Jtypwby murdered,". groaned Mr Clair t 
still staring, as his wrath at the idea of Dorothy's 
engagement to this young man was swallowed up in 
amazed terror at the later intelligence, “in my 
house." « 

14 He was not murdered here, surely? " said Billy, 
aghast. ' * 

e “ I don't know where he was murdered, or how, or 
why," said Halloa, dropping into a chair in his turn. 
14 All I 'know is that Sir John Newby lies dead on the 
stone table in the chamber under the tower. There 
is blood on the stones, so he must have been killed 
in some way. Ah ! " he sprang up and forward as 
Dorothy sighed and opened her eyes. 44 My darling ! 

My " * •' *5 

Clair' rose suddenly and pushed him b^ck. 44 You 
must not approach my daughter o'; speak to her. I 
refuse to sanction this 'preposteious engagement. 

You must " * 

" Francis,” cried kady PanWirf, rising, tall and 
gaunt, 44 what's the use of talking about such things 
in the presence of death? Where’s Jules? " 

A neat, lean-faced, black-Hkyed little man, with 
fishy, dark' e^es, and a deferential manner, stepped 
forward and took the glas^ of \frater from his mistress. 
44 Here, milady," he s.rid, in \ery good English, and 
iu a meek tone which fitted his servile looks. 

41 Go dqwn to the chamber undor°the tower, Jules, 
and see if wl&t Mf Hal Ion says is true." 

44 T know not' where this chamber is, ( milady," said 
Jules, respectfully. n ,, 

“,I forgot Billy,* you go. Francis, go with him. 
Willy, you and I must take Dorothy to *her room. 
She is still fairit Jules,* go to the village and tdl 
Dr Hart/Tto come at ouce/and bring back thje constable 
with you immediately" 

44 Selina! " cried her brother, fiyiously. 44 ,A 

policeman in my house! " 

44 Don't be* silly, Fr&cfe," retorted Lady Fanwin, 
tartly. 44 If t a murder has been committed, we must 
do all we can to find the criminal. Go away, Jules, 
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Mad dt* what I •tell yoflL” She stamped her foot, 

£ Why are you staring there, like a stuck pig, man? ” 
f Jules vanished promptly, and Billy would have * 
followed, but that Mr Clai^ caught his arm. ** I « 
han't — I won't— have a policeman here! 99 he stut- 
tered, and looked like a badly-frightened man — as 
Indeed he was# " Think of the disgrace— the danger,* 
Selina 1 " 

i ft Danger — pshaw ! You didn't murder the man 
tourself, Francis." 

" n — i commit a crime? Oh, this is too much! " 

Cr Clair dropped again intq his chair, and turned so* 
larkedly white that Hallon tboughf he wou1<| faint 
Iso. " Get me some wine," gurgled Mr Clair, who 
feally had received a very severe shock.. 

Lady Panwin, who was supporting Dorothy to the 
poor, tinned round as her brother spoke. A curious „ 
(expression cyme over her face, and she involuntarily 
glanced at a*portrait* ov£r tlie piano. It^wjLS tb:t of 
la Georgian ^soldier, as Hallon — whose eyes fallowed 
tiers — (jaw in a moment. But Lady Pan win frowned 

! 'ien she noted that «he* was watching her, and • 
rrendered her niece to Willy. 41 Take her to her 
ym” she said, shJrplV* “ I’ll attend to my brother. 
Uy, you and Mr Hallon go to the tower. The 
levil’s Ace * indeed/* fluttered the gaunt, eneigetic * 
>man, between her teeth; “ it’s got us into worse 
mb],e than ever, I thyak.” * 

While she procured wine for her m half-fainting 
lative, Hallon and # young Minter disappeared 
rough the window, in prejer to explore the crypt, 
th a lantem. WMhelmina, pale ^nd sijent*— for she, 

>o, was shocked ana startled — helped Dorothy up ^he 
lirs. That young lady # was trying her best to 
irecover her nerve, and- succeeded very well by the 
itime she arrived in hei^own rotof. • 

! 41 Wghat a fool you must think me, Willy/* she said, 
^snatching at a bottle of Eau de Cologae, and wetting 
her handkerchief ; “ but I could not help mysdlf. The 
[darkness, and that poor manAs- face. Ugh! ” she 
phook nervously, 

I 41 Are you sure the dead man is «Sir John Newby? ” 
psked Willy, awestruck. * • • 

* Oh, yesl " replied Dorothy/ dabbing her fore- 
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head with the scent. “ I* knew •him the momenta 
Percy held the match to his poor white* face. Oh 
dear me, Willy! And in life it was so red and 

• healthy ! Ugh ! Ugh*! He looks like a waxwork 
now — one of those things in the Chamber of Horrors. 
I’ll b£ haunted by that face.” 

* “ But how on earth could Sir John* Newby's body 
get into that vault ? ” 

“ Ilow should I know,” said Dofothy, querulously, 
for her nerve^i still quivered and inflicted pain. ” Of 
course, it has been shut up for years and yehrs — 
•since Jthe time of my grandfather. - But the key is 
in the passage niche, and anyone could enter if he 
cliosc.” 

“ But no one would know where the chamber was, 
unless they were guided, Dorothy. How, then, 
could ” 

" Oh 1 Willy, don’t ask questions whi#h you know 
I canjt answer. Everyone iu the neighbour hood 
knows the legend, and that the chamber «is under ‘the 
old monastery tower. IJ; is hard to find, I* know; 
still, any one mieht stumble on it, if he took the 
right passage.” . , 

" And if he did ndt? ” asked Willy, quickly. 

” Then he would get lost in one of the other pas- 
sages. There’s a. perfect of catacombs under 
Abbot Hyrlty's Tower. Father has a plan of the 
foundations. But the luck ! . Oh dear me, Willy, I 
have changed the luck Though to be sure,” ended 
Dorothy, doubtfully, ” X did not turn the ace 6f 
spades. - ” • • « . 

“ Did $ou«intend to? ” • 

'•Of course. 4 When Percy proposed, and I accepted 

him ” • • 

“ Oh, Dolly* have you acc*gtAl ? ” • 

u Yes. But I can’t talk of it now. Everything is 
swallowed up in this horror. Really, I doft’t k«iow if 
I can marry *Mr Halk>n now. He will ever be 
connected in my thoughts with this murder.” • 
"What nonsense! ** said Willy, spiritedly. "He’s . 
a dear good fellow, and you are a luoky girl to win 
him. if I ^vere a* marrying woman,” added Miss 
Minter, with determination, “ I should* marry him 
myself. Did he prdpose to visit the tower ? ” 
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& * * 

“ N &.• He tried to persuade me not to go. I wish 

I had obeyefl him now/’ said Dorothy, with a shudder. 
“ Fancy going there, and finding that corpse in the 
darkness! But I can’t have change^ the luck in 
earnest,” she went on* trying to comfort herself. “ I 
didn’t turn the ace, remember; and the spell won’t 
work unless a Clair does that.” 

Willy stood at tfio window, with her face pressed 
against the glass, and looked at the base of the dark 
tower* which could be seen from Dorothy’s bedroom. 
” There’s the policeman,” she announced. ” Jules is 
with him, 1 think.” * • • 

“ How can you tell in thus uncertain light ? ”* said 
Dorothy, coming to the window herself. 

”1 can see Hobson's uniform; and as Jules went 
for him, I presume that the other man with him is 
Jules. Oh 1 Dolly, I wonder who killed that poor 
man, and whjfc he should •have been murdered? ” 

“ let us find out,” said Dorothy, linking *her arm 
in that of Wi fly’s* • 

” But # your nerves, dear # ? 

11 They are all right now~that is, I can exercise 
elf-eon trol. It was srtlly«of me to.give way. I never 
ainted before in ray life. Oh, what an unpleasant 
. nemory I shall have of jny second proposal ? ” 

» ” Your second? ” • 

_ ” Ves. You know that poor v Sir John aSktfd me to 

t e Dadf Newby, and 1 refused, much to my father’s 
ngjer. But I really could not bring myself to marry 
* ieh an old man, for money. 1 would rather live 
>r ith Percy in a c6\i age tnan with Sir Johji in a 
palace. Oh, I am sorry he is deacf — for he was a 
nd man, and never bored me, except when he made 
v ve. Who can fiave lulled lfim ? ” 

; ” Some olie who knew Ae way«t© the crypt,” said 
j illy, decisively. 

“ I ddh’t think you know svhat yotfo are talking 
viout,” cried Dorothy, impetuously " I know the 
ay, atfd annt knows it, as does father. You are not 
oing to accuse any of us, are you ? ” 

" So. But * — Willy paused. She thought of Mr 
'lair’s terrifie^ face, of Lady^EAwin’s apprehensive 
x>k, and again remembered the di faculty qf finding 
lie crypt. f A terribly thought flashed across her 
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mind, wliich she quickly dismissed. “ It*fi im- 
passible! ” she muttered. * 

, “What is impossible? ” asked Dorothy, as they 
left the bedroom. 

u Nothing, dear— nothing. But I should like to 
• know for 'certain who killed this pooq; man, and for 
what reason.” 

“ The police will find that out,” oaid Dorothy, with 
a shudder. “ Oh dear — oh dear! ” she remarked for 
the third tijfie. 11 How I wish I had not gone* near 
tctbe secret chamber. The luck has changed, and 
thinjgt are worse instead‘of better.” 



, CHAPTER IV 

• 

Wjj,ly made no answer. She was stiH wondering in 
her . own mind — for the thought would not be dig* 
missed— if Francis Clair had anything to do with the 
death of Newby, and the concealment of his b&ly* It 
was ridiculous, of course, eveu to think of such a 
thing. All the same, Mr Clair, by his own confession, 
had walked to the Cuckoo's Grove to see if Sir John # 
were coming. He could hav^ come and gone in* 
twenty mi unites, yet he was absent from the Manor, 
for two hours ana more, according to fiady Pan win. 
What if hd had met with Newby, and had auarrelled 

with •him, and then > But it w’as* absurd to . 

build up such a theory* without any solid foundation. 
The millionaire ww Mr Clair 1 ^ best friend, and had 
been anxious to marry Dorothy.- The match would 
have put a .final end to Mr Clair's monetary 
troubles. Therefore, there wis no reason why Clair 
should have committed such a purposelbs» crime ; let 
alone the fact that a frail, delicate old gentleman like 
jPrancis Clair would scarcely have ventured to attack 
such a burly son of Che soil as the deceased stock- 
broker. # * 

When the girls re-entered the dtawix%-room, Lady 
Pauwin, very white, but very composed, was talking 
to Hallon. \She turned* with a start when the 
newcomers entered-A strange thing for Lady Pauwin 
to do, as 0 she often boasted of her immunity frpm 
nerves. * % 

" I am glad you are locking better, Lsprothy," 
she *said to her niece, in a markedly quiet tone of 
voice. " Billy has gone to Axleigh on his bicycle 
id bring the inspector here." # 

"And my father? " askec^ f)orofchy, quickly. 

<f I have made him lie down. Jtte has sustained a 
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severe fdiock, and at lus age ^uch a thing may tjreak 
up his health entirely.* * * 

“ What about the— the body, Percy? ” aslced Willy, 
hesitating. c 

“ Billy and I c , found it in the vault,*’ he said, with 
forced composure, 41 and we have left it there until 
the inspector arrives. Hobson is guarding the dooi 
of the tower.” 

” And Sir John realty has been murdered ? ” 

“ Yes. Wc turned over the body to search fdV a 
wound. The jfuor man liad been stablied from behiml 
T^that is, he was struck under the left shoulder-blade, 
and mfist have died almost immediately.” 

” Did you find any knife ? ” 

” No. The body was simply laid out, face upward 
on the stone table in the centre of the vault.” 

” How is it dressed?** asked Lady Pan win, 
suddenly. * 

° In a suit oi grey tweed, witlf brown Aoots.” 

“ Anti the hat ? ** 

n We could not find an}^ hat.” • • * 

Lady Pan win hesitated^ ayd glanced sideways at 
the two girls, whose faces ucre white and horror- 
stricken. “ I suppose,” she *saifi, as though she 
hoped to be contradicted—” I suppose the body i 
that of Sir John Newby? ” 

“Oh, yes! *’ said Doiothj', quickly. ” 1 recognised 
him the moment Percy struck the match.” 

Witty, stilly haunted by lief foreboding concerning 
Mr Claii ventured a question. ” Do you think hr 
was stabbed in the vault,? ** 

” I canj f say,** said Hallou, pondering ; ” but from 
the absence of the liat, and possibly of the weapon 
which slew hiin, I should think that; lie had been 
killed somewhere else, and v lhen the assassin con- 
cealed the body in the crypt.’* 

Miss Mintcr’s face cleared. So, fragile .a man as 
Mr Clair could- hever hate carried so heavy a corpse 
fiom the Cuckoo’s Grov£ to the tower. ^ 

The next day, everyone, far and wide, knew ol the 
tragedy which had taken place in the, haunted tower 
of Abbot Hurley. On Tuesday night, when the body 
was discovered, the Beftaif villagers learnt about the 
murder from Constable Hobson, who could not hold 
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bis tongue; an£, as the news bad been carried to 
Axl&fch by Billy Minter, when seeking the -Inspector 
of Police "in that town, for obvious reasons the bare* 
.fact became speedily knoyn there also. But it 
appeared inconceivable to everyone at the Manor thrft 
•the London morning papers should be in a position 
to publish sensational headlines concerning the death 
of the noted millionaire. It tvas probable, as Hallob 
suggested, that §ome busybody in Bel tan, anxious to 
■earn a cheap five shillings, had wired to London. But 
even then, as it was after eight o’clock when the 
corpse was found, this unknown person must have 
procured the opening ol the telegraph office. It really 
seemed as though sonic individual was, anxious that 
the intelligence of Sir John Newby's terrible end 
should be known as speedily % as possible. 

Not that such immediate dissemination of the 
dreadful news mattered inuch. # Events were succeed-* 
ing one another too# rapidly to permit the mind of any 
one to dwell upon single items for iftiy length of 
time. Th<? on^ fact— the principal fact, the dreadful 
trutlf— was that Sir John Newby had been brutally 
done to death ; and th£ burning question of the hour* 
was : Who had murdered him ? No one could answer 
this— not even Inspector Trask* of Axleigh, a particu- 
larly zealous and sljarp-sighted officer, whom Billy 
had brought back on •that Same night. Certainly, 
Inspector Trusk did hot commit himselfr t<*an opinion. . 
He # was too clever for that. He simply examined 
% the body, the vault, and the tower ; took the report of 
Dr Hart, and questioned closely the inmates of the 
•Manor. Not on« t of the^six people who had been at 
the dinner- table could throw any iight «on the matter ; 
and the servants, from Jules, the DUtler, to Gtt>rge, 
the gardeners bov, wete equally .ignorant. The 
sinister* affair was* complete, a mystery as could 
have been found in any detective* story. 

After the first shock Ms Clair qvqte recovered* his 
nerve, and took matters into his own hands. That 
is,*he saft- Inspector Trusk, and explained *all about 
the invitation and the non-app%arance of the expected 
Juest. He tfas’ also present when the servants and 
his guests^ were auestioned. and finally* related to the 
sceptical police-officer the ieget\d of the tower. Mr 
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Clair was particularly emphafic in insisting th?t the 
vault had never been opened for over fifty years. 
r * “ Can you be sure of that? ” asked Trusk, doubt* 
fully. “ You tell me that the key of the door was 
usually left in* a niche of the. passage. Any one 
could have entered ?*” 

«“ No one* could have known where the secret 
chamber was,” said Mr Clair, obstinately. “ There 
is one passage leading to the chamber, certainly, t^ut 
three or four branch off. A stranger would probably 
lose his way m'such a labyrinth — and in the darkness 
tqp.” 

“ Could you make a mistake yourself, sir? ” 

“ No.** That is, if 1 went down I should certainly 
take a lantern and the plan with me.” 

“ Oh ! ” Trusk pricked up his ears. “ Then there 
Js a plan ? ” 

“Yes. One which dates from Elizabethan times. 
It was made by an ancestor of mine who Ventured to 
turn tile ' Devil's Ace,' with bad lesults, an*d 

who ” 1 * 

• “ But you really do not bftiea'e, Mr Clair, that ” 

Mr Clair interrupted with dignified rebuke. 

“ Pardon me, but 1 believe that ‘the last Abbot of the 
monastery did curse the tower, and I believe that the 
turning of the ace is fatal to any member of my 
family. Several of my ancestors.. and my own grand- 
father risked the danger, and with bad icsults. And 
now, when my daughter goes - — against my express 
wish,” said Mr Chur, with emphasis — “ this horrible* 
thing comes to tiouble my j^aee.” , # 

“ But I <mc]psta^d that Miss Olair did not turn 
the ^ce,” tuged tlic inspector. “ vShe never even saw 
the card~-if card there is; t whicli I doubt, as, when 
searching the vault, we did not find one ” 

“ A mere visit of £ Clair to ilie secret chamber is 
enough to alter the family luck,” said Mr Clair, 
clinging tenaciously to Jllie legend which added 
dignity to his family history. “ You can see for 
youiself that trouble has come with my daughter's 
rash intrusion into that unhallowed chamber.” • 

“ It is strange, certainly,” assented Trusk, nursing 
his chin. “ Did you evei* Shew the chamber to Sir 
John?” 
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“ rfo. He knew the legend, like everyone else, 
and even asked me to shew him the fatal spot. But* 
I always refused. Unt.il f went down with you* 

Inspector, to view the body of tny lsytnented friend, I 
never set foot on those stairs.” 

“ Then liow do you know where the chamber is ? # ” 
asked Trusk, sharply. 

“By the plan. Stay! ” Mr Clair rose. “I will 
bring the plan to you. It is in the library.” And 
he* went out. • 

Trusk made points in the blotting-paper with hjs 
pencil. Being an ordinary every day mcflrtal, fie 
could not bring himself to credit the truth of tlie Clair 
legend; yet he could not deny but what the visit of 
Dorothy had brought the expected trouble. Contrary 
to the expressed opinion of Percy Ilallon, the 
inspector believed that w Sir John had been decoyed to * 
the vault, Vmd there had been murdered by a foul 
Wow, before he could turn round or cty’out. But 
only # some*one* who knew the way to the vault could 
have so decoyed him.* Unless vSir John himself had* 
learnt the way — yet Mr Clair declared that he had 
never shewn him the* route. • 

4< It’s most extract dinary,” said Mr Clair, re- 
entering at this moment, ^ind with a large thin 
morocco-covered vohytfb in his hand, “ but the plan 
of the catacombs under the tower has*baeu tom out’ 
of fhis book. You c*an see for yourself,” and he 
•tendered the volume ^o Trusk. 



CHAPTER V 


It was perfectly true. The plan had been roughly 
torn ottf, as could easily be seen from the ragged 
edges 'remaining. ** When was this done, sir? ” 
asked the inspector after a thoughtful pause. 

" How should I know ? *' asked Mr Clair in his 
turn, and with great indignation. " The book has 
♦ been on a top shelf of the library for years. If I 
knew the person who "thus dt*str<*yed a finable and 

unique book,'' I should ” 

u Find the murderer,** said the irap^ctor; promptly. 
" Did you ever show this book to Sir John? ** 

4 “ No’” said Mr Clair, posifively; “ 1 never did.** 

u Then Sir John could nut have -known the way to 
the vault? ** 

“ To my knowledge he never even entered the 
tower.** * » 

" Oh, come r now! Such an “interesting ruin, sir. 
He must have ** 

“ What I mean is that Sir John never went below; 
into the catacombs, Mr Inspector. Certainly he 
climbed the tower, and walked on ,tLe sward within; 
but knowing my aversion to any one going below, on 
account of our family legend, he did not descend. I 
admit/* added Mr Clair, c " that, to ‘an inquiring 
mind, such as Sir J< t 'hp*s was^a* visit to th&e cata- 
combs would have been inteiesting. For patacombs 
thejr are, sir; ajvJ no doubt many of the old nfonks 
were buried there.* 1 » 

Trusk ^>ut the books, on one side, and a^aiu bewail 
to talk. " I may teft you, Mr Clair, that I ha\re 
traced Sir John*s movements on the day of his death, 
and I have been in communication with Scotland 
Yard this morning.” 

“ Wkat ! ** exclaimed Clair, astonished. /'It is 
• very early to gain any knowledge, and to be in 
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communication # witli Che London authorities* 1 
should not have thought you had time.'* 

" On tffe news of Sir John’s death being given to« 
me by Mr Minter last night, « said Trust, deliberately, 

" I telegraphed to the Yard. If you remember, Mr 
Clair, the newspapers were already talking about the 
disappearance of Sir John and his secretary." 

"Richard! His brother!" said Mr Clair. 

" Heaven bless, me, Mr Inspector, has Richard 
disappeared also? " 

has. The news of Sir John’s disappearance 
was announced in the newspapers of yesterday 
morning." • • • * 

" I know that. I read the informatioh. But 
Richard " 

" The evening papers said that he had vanished 
also," interrupted the inspector. "But those you did 
not see, J presume." • # 

" No. do not take in evening papeiA at the 

Manor. Well ? " • • • 

" Well, this .morning Scotland Yard sent down a 
detective, who is at present examining the vault." „ 
"Why was I not Informed?" asked Clair, 
indignantly, " Why «was this jnan not presented to 
me? ” 

" He wished to examine the vault at once," said 
Trusk, soothingly, "and will make his report to 
you " — he put this iif as a sop to Mr Clair’s vanity— • 
"at* a later hour. But to continue. I went to the 
JJeltan Station to see if Sir John hall arrived. I 
wonder you did not "think of doing that also, Mr 
Clair." •. • • 

" You forget," said the old* gerftleman, with 
dignity, "that I never knew of the •death until *late 
last night. This mprning*I have had no time to go. 
And I Aay remark, that when my guest did, not 
arrive on. Saturday, 1 walked as far as the Cuckpo'a 
Grovfc to see if there was any sign ofc him. His nonr 
arrival and my watching made me late foy dinner. 
Finally, Mr Inspector, if Sir J$hn had arrived, surely 
t]iere would not .have been this talk of his disappear- 
ance in the papers, since he has frequently visited 
me, and the statiomnastej; # at Beltan knows him 
excellently by sight." 
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“ Quite so,” assented Trusk. 44 But the hue-^nd- 
cry only commenced yesterday, and the stationinaster 
•communicated at once with Scotland Yard. He stated 
to the authorities there, and he stated to tne, that Sir 
John arrived at Beltan by the half-past six train/ 4 
44 Dear me ! Then why did he not come to dinner? ” 
«“ Can yofi ask that, when you haye seen his 
corpse? ” said Trusk, quickly. " 44 The poor gentle- 
man was murdered. And I must say that his move- 
ments were strange ” 

44 How do you mean, strange? ” asked Clair, 
kjpking puzzled. 

44 Sir jfohn arnvtd with a' portmanteau, but instead 
of taking a f\y and driving to this place, he left the 
portmanteau in the cloak-room, saying that he would 
return for it later, and left the station/ 4 
44 Where did he go? ” 

44 Ah ! that is what* no one can say. I have not 
yet questionec] the village people /but cerAinly some 
one must have sear him, smee it was, a bright 
summer’s evening/’ * • t 

• ” I did not see him,” sgid c Mr Clair, reflectively, 
44 and 1 lingered for quite a long time near the 
Cuckoo’s Grove." . * # 

44 Why near theie, especially? ” 

44 Because theie a short etui through that wood 
to this place. I fancied that Sfr John, who is a great 
‘walker, might 4 have taken that way in preference to 
driving in a fly in the high iu&d." 

44 Would you mind describing exactly what you* 
did?” ’ . * * 

44 Not at, all/’ said Mr Clair, gm< 5 iously. 44 I left' 
this house at six, and arrived at the Cuckoo's Grove 
at hSlf-past. I ^rolled gently along — fo.r with quick 
walking T could have reached it earlier. I waited 
near, the Grove untik nreaily sor/en, then walked to 
see pld Mrs Folks, who is a humble pensioner of my 
own. I chatted cAdth her “until nearly eight o’clock, 
and so was ten minutes late for dinner. Onjreturning 
to my house, I found,* with great sui prise, that Sir 
John had not arrived. I sent a wire and a letter, but 
to neither have I received a reply. I understand, 
now, how I ditl not,” cnclec? Mr Clair, in melancholy 
tones. 
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“•Bid you ever he^r that Sir John’s life was 
threaten^!? ” « 

44 No. He never hinted aj such a thing'. Moreover, 
he was a good man, and a philanthropist. No ohe 
would have lianned # him, * * • 

44 It seems to me that some one has,"* said Trusk, 
grimly. 11 ^ell, it is a mystery, and no mistake!*' 
44 How was $ ir John dressed when the station- 
master saw him ? ” 

“In a grey tweed suit— the same style as that his 
corpse is dressed in, Mr Clair.” 

“Ah' Newby always wore the. same kind of stfit 
in summer. Grey tweed, with a white waisttoat and 
brown boots, and a vSouth African hat.” 

Trusk rose. 41 That reminds me that we cannot 
find the hat It is not in the * vault.” 

44 Mr Hallon thinks, from, the fact,” explained 
Clair, ” thnt my poorjriend was not murdered in the 
, wanlt.” • • • 

'* I don’t agyejwitli Mr Hallon,” said Tiusk, tartly. 
41 But certainly there is nothing to shew why Sir John 
went into the vault. \Ve tiave searched the pockets of 
the coi pse, and li»vc«only found a few business letters 
addressed to him at his city office, a watch and chain, 
and some silver money. Does it not strike you, Mr 
Clair, that a rich mart like Sir John would naturally 
carry gold? ” • • . 

“•Well, yes,” assented the old gentleman, re- 
# flecti vely. 44 And what evidence do 3^11 deduce from 
that, Mr Inspector ? ** 

• 44 That vSii Jokij was fobbed, and that robbeiy wras 

the motive for the committal of the ctimS ” 

44 Oh, I shouldn’t say that, Mr Inspector. •Had 
robbeiy betfti the motive, the* .assassin would 
undoubtedly have the avijtqk.” 

44 It’s Jdie watch that puzzles me,” said Trusk, 
bending his brows ; 41 a • cheap stiver watch only 
costing a few pounds at most, which the murderer 
did not flunk worth taking. Of course, millionaires 
have their whims, Mr Clair, fiut I should fancy that 
the deceased* gentleman would worn something 

more expensive.” t 

44 He ditl,” said Clair, promptly. 14 Newby pos- 
sessed i ver> fine gold watch, given by some ScSith 
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African friends. It had an inscription. I have seen 
'it frequently/' 

.“Do you mean to say* that Sir John always wore 
a gold* watch ? " 

!* Certainly. I am positive." 

/‘Then tne silver watch must belong to the 
assassin? " said Trusk, in an excited manner, and 
thinking that he had chanced uponr a clue. " Yes, 
I am sure, and yet "‘—his face fell — 14 the tmirdeher 
would certainly not leave such a piece of evidence 
bphind http." . 

" You 1 can trace the watch by the number, Hr 
Inspector?" 

" Yes— that is— I think so." Trusk impatiently 
pushed the desk papers about, and looked discon- 
tented. The case was puzzling him more and more. 
tf< I piesume there is mo doubt but what the corpse 
is that of Sir John Newby? " ‘lie ‘asked affcr a pause. 

Mr Chair ‘raised his eyebrows. "There is no doubt 
in my mind upon that poiut," he ffciid, emphatically. 

, "Strange! Strange ! "^murmured the other, and 
was about to speak again when the door opened to 
admit a smart young man with Yieatly black eyes, and 
of a somewhat vSemitic appearance. His dark face 
was flushed, and he helfl out a/ern paper to Trusk. 
"This is what I fotmd in' fjie vault," he said, 
eagerly. u You and your men did not search very 
thoroughly, Mr Inspector." 

"Who is this? " inquired^ Clair, testily, white 
Trusk 's eye skimmed over the tom letter — for that 
it was. \ % « * 

" I am Swanson, of Scotland Yard," said the 
det&tivc, pa&sifig his card to the otyl gentleman. 
" Happy to make your acquaintance, sir. 1 4 hope to 
discover the assassin *ok Sir JoBtf Newby, and remove 
the^stain ftom your house. Very unpleasant to t have 
a crime commkled und<*r the roof of this 1 very 
desirable*, residence." 1 r t 

" It was not committed under this roof, sir," said 
Clair, in pompous and vexed tones, fcut under thf. 
eart h — - * * 

Swanson's beady ey^«hud been fixed in a hard, 
inquiring manner Oh Clair's face. The reply seemed 
to* settle something in bis mind, zyid he did aot give 
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the*Qther time* to finish Ills sentence. “You ate 
both right. and wrong, Mr Clair. The murder was 
not committed under this roof. I said that merely to# 
try you — that is, in case you should have heard .a 
noise, or have seen a bloodstain.” m 
44 1 heard nothing. X saw nothing,” said Clair 
haughtily. 4* Do you think that I am ^cognisant # o 
the crime? ” 

“ You are n<*v,” said Swanson, pertinently, “but 
I admit that you were not at the time. But, as I was 
saying, you are right in correcting me as to the crime 
not having been committed under this roof, and 
wrong in saying that tfie blow *was struck under- 
ground.” • 

“Dear me! Then where was my poor friend 
murdered? ” 

“ Inspector Trusk will tell you,” said the detective 
carelessly. • * 

That offfeer raised his eyes from the letter, which 
he was studying profoundly. “ 1 am ifot*so«bure that 
1 cam,” he retnatked. 

“ But that letter? V Jointed Swanson impatiently^ 

and with surprise. 44 It states plainly ” " 

44 That Sir Johft NVwby was, to meet some unknown 
person in the Cuckoo's Grove about seven o’clock, 

and ” • , 

Mr Clair intemityt&l in his turn. u Oh, but that’s 
impossible,” he said, decidedly. 44 1 was near the 
Cuckoo's Grove aboift seven." 

1 44 But not on th<^ stroke of seveft,” said Trusk, 

sharply. 

44 No. Then*J» was # on my way to Mrs Folks's 
cottage. But tlii<: letter? ” * • 

44 You cap read it tor yourself,* sir,” and *Trusk • 
passecj along the tonjrpa # per. It was a single sheet ol 
common ordinary # writiug-^apsr, and on it was 
printed *a few lines in neat handwriting. There was * 
nothing characteristic about th^# caligraphy, # and, 
indeed, ihe letters were rather printed thaji written- 
something betwixt and between, in fact. 

• 44 If Sir k>hn Newby does not come to the Cuckoo's 

Grove, Beltan, Essex, at seven o'clock on Saturday 
evening,* the eighteenth* of* July, it vrill be the worse 
for his brother Richard.” • 
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So ran the missive, and diair locked up snore 
puzzled than ever at this extraordinary message. 
s * What does it mean ? ” he asked. 

V Can you not guess? inquired Swanson, rapidly, 
and before the inspector con Id open his mouth. 

“Well/ 1 said Clair, glancing at the letter again 
(it. was a single sheet, and the words wefre set down 
lengthways, without date or address). “ it seems to 
me that some one — the person who wrote this letter, 
in fact — wished t to meet Sir John at the Cuckooes 
Grove at seven* o’clock on the eighteenth of this 
mqnth.” 

" You /merely i%ad what is set down,’" said 
vSwanson, drily, “ but who wrote, or rather who 
printed, that message? ” 

“ I can’t tell,” said Clair, much annoyed. " How 
c^n you expect me to know who wrote it? ” 

“ Because I understand from t Mr Hallon^ who was 
with me searching the vault, that you are an intimate 
friend of Sir John Newby’s — that is, you weie, seeing 
that he is now dead.” t ‘ • 

J am intimate — that is, os you truly say, I was 
intimate; but I cannot guess wlip v^rote this.” 

“ Humph ! ” The detective look disappointed, and 
Trusk broke in impatientty. 

” What do you mean, Swansqif? ” 

” Well,” drawled the smart young man, blushing 
his tall silk lfat with his arm, “ yriiomsover wrote that 
letter knew something detrimental to the charactei of 
Richard Newby. I thought that *such a person might 
be known to Mr Clair.” * « 

“ No,” sakl tte old man after reflection, ” I know 
of no-one. And \ am not aware myself that . there is 
‘ anything against the character of Mr Richard 
Newbv.” r ^ w * 

” Sir John was evidently awar£ of something, else 
* he would not have v kept tlqit appointment,” retorted 
Swanson. “ I wisfii I coult\ question Richard Newby 
himself, hut he is missing also. Probably,” con- 
jectured the detective, “*he thought it was better to 
make himself scarce, since, as that lettei shews, he 
was undoubtedly in trtmbje.” 

A light footstep was he^rn, and the dool: opened 
-quietly. t Willy Minler entered carrying two objects, 
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an<! looking- very serious. She laid before the trio a 
South African slouch hat and a long cruel-lookin^ 
knife, with a black and rol-banded handle. 

" I found these ," she said, deliberately, “ in the 
Cuckoo's Grove." m 

"Ah!" said Swanson, delightedly/ " then {Jie 
murder did take place there! " 



CHAPTER VI 


Teo? discovery made by Miss Minter, and the evidence 
of' the letter found in the crypt, proved beyond a 
doubt that Swanson Was right in his conjecture. Sir 
John Newby had certainly been murdered in the 
Cuckoo's Grove, and, judging from the place where 
the articles were found in the brushwood, near the 
style at the further end of the wood, where the path 
commenced its journey through ineadoivlands. It 
was Willy's* nflstrust of Mr Clair that had JLaken het 
to the grove, since he had stated in ‘her hearing that 
he had been thereabouts on Saturday evening. What 
she found seemed, to her, to be irrefutable evidence 
that he had stabbed tjie millionaire, although she 
could not conceive how he had contrived to drag so 
heavy a body to Abbot Hurley’s* tower. Unless, of 
course, he had an accomplice' ^vhich was entirely 
impossible. There was no person whom she kqew 
likely to have assisted Mr Clrfir in committing so 
heinous a crimed or in concealing the corpse — that is, 1 
of course, if he were guilt} 

And of J^his Willv was 4 by no ‘means certain. 
Assuredly a vague thought lurked at the back of her 
< mind?' that in some place and at some time she had 
seen that queer, , red-banded* k^ife, in Clair’s , hand. 
But not at the Manor <had she bs held this. Where 
* she had seen him holding it, or why he should grjisp 
such # a deadly weapon, shfc could not think. For 
Dorothy’s sake, and because she could not , be sure 
that her suspicions coujd be proved, she did not 
question her brother. Nor did she tell him, or any * 
one else, her real reason for seeking the grove. All 
she explained ‘to Tnisk*ahd Swanson was that, 
believing Sir John Newby might have taken the short 
cut, -she had explored on the chancy of finding® some 
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evidence canne&ted with bis disappearance. u And 
from the* absence of the hat,” said Willy, to clinch 
her argument, ” Mr Hallon did not bdieve that Sit* 
John was murdered in the Vault.” 

Of course, the sensation caused by the murder was 
tremendous, both in London and in tfye provinces. 
Newby was*a well-known figure in financial circles, 
and had been knighted for his philanthropic efforts 
in the slums. * Moreover, the family legend of the 
Cfcrirs, reproduced in the papers, appealed to fanciful 
people. Had Clair charged a fee for admission, those 
who came to view the tower and ^the groups would 
have paid cheerfully, and the squife would have made 
a tidy sum. But the old gentleman was indignant 
at the intrusion of cheap trippers, and refused 
admission to one and all. Therefore, those who came 
in traps and chars-&-banc, m motor-cars, and op 
bicycles, were corupeljied to Took at the tower from 
£he road, where it rose amongst the tre^s, and then 
repaired te> the IJeltan Inn, to discuss the legend and 
the •murder oforr beer apd tea. Also the Cuckoo’s 
Grove became a slirirn* *f such morbid pilgrimages* 
and the villager! rgaped quite a harvest from the 
notoriety of tne deed, which so troubled their squire 
and his family. 

But, in spite oi *jpiblicity and search and many 
questions, Swanson* and Trusk were, no nearer the 
truth than they had J>een at the outset.* The owner- 
ship of the knife could not be traced* the motive for 
the crime could no* be discovered, and there was 
nothing in Sir# Tohn’s ^>ast likely to shew why be 
should thus have been done to death.* Nothing could 
be more mysterious. # m m 

Swanson *went to Landon and interviewed Mrs 
Broil, *vho was Nftwl^’s old nurse Smd house-keeper. 
But she could explfin notluligf, feave that her master # 
ha* gorib as usual to his pffice on Saturday morning, 
and had intended to visit # the Mantnr. The detective 
learnt that the deceased had left his office at two 
o’clock, and had gone down to Beltan by the five- 
•fifteen train* fibm Fenchurch Street. Previously he 
had sent a clerk to leave Jii%pot , tmantqfiu in the cloak- 
room, aufl again he had left that same portmanteau 
in chajge of the railway auhorifies at Beltan g when he 
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set forth, at half-past six, to walk to Uis doom i& 'the 
Cuckoo’s Grove. But Swanson could not learn what 
CSfewby had been doing between the hours of two 
and five-fifteen — that is, horn the time he left his 
office in Kaffir Lane until the moment he came for 
his luggage to the Fenchurch Lane cloak-room. 

Also Rich&rd, who acted as his tifcin-brother’s 
secretary, was missing, and at first apprehensions 
were entertained for his safety. But* Mrs Broil was 
enabled to allay this alarm. Sir John, she stated, 
bad sent his brother to Russia, on Saturday morning, 
on t private business, but she could not give any 
address pkety to find him. Nevei thelcss, Swanson 
telegraphed to tlie British Embassy at St Petersburg, 
in the hope of recalling Richard. The secretary 
could not be found, and there was nothing to do but 
to wait until he should come back of his own free will. 
As he was an important witness, and migljt be able 
to shed some li*ght on the darkness, the detective was 
annoyed tvhen the day of the inquest came without 
his appearing. Since Richajd knew ill about *his 
brother's business, and all aboutdiis past life, it might 
be that he would be able to st^te ,if Sir John was 
threatened by any oue. * As to the Anarchist theory, 
Swanson never gave that a thought. Millionaires 
were not clone to death* by TpC i evolutionists in 
England, like Russian Grand Pules. 

4 The inquest took place at tjie Pigeon Inn, the 
principal public-house of Bel tan, for Mr Clair 
positively declined to permit • such a gruesome 
function to be held either in ^bbot Hurley's Tower 
or under thi> sgtered 4 :oof of the ifianor. Also, he 
insisted that his daughter and Lady Panwin should 
‘remain absent while the deliberations were going on. 
Nevertheless, when the squire*^ went down to the 
village* with Hallon arid *Billy Mttiter, who escorted 
1 his sister— oue of the witnesses as having found the 
knife and the hat^the two women could no longer 
restrain cheir curiosity, aucf followed. They ‘did neft 
dare to enter the inn, a^id thus crass Clair's path, 
but lurked in tfie draper’s shop opposite, ^pretending 
to purchase things tnfey {3id g not want, but really 
keeping a watchful eye on the public-house* Lady 
Tamvin was especially” anxious to hear the verdict, 
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and*said as tntich to Dorothy as they walked towards 
the village. Her niece rather wondered at thij 
anxiety, and hinted as much. 

“ My child,” said Lady Panwin, crossly, and 
striding along likfe a grenadier, “tt is natural that 
I should be anxious. It's a horrible tfiing to have 
an intimate friend murdered almost, as one niifcht 
say, under one's roof. And you know how highly- 
strung your father is. I don't want him ill on my 
hgnds, and the inquest tnay upset him.” 

” I don’t wonder,” assented Dorothy, recalling 
her glimpse of the dead. ” TJie whole, thing* is 
unpleasant, and we are all upset. But why should 
father be more upset than any one else? ” 

Lady Pamvm stared straight before her, evidently 
determined to say as little as possible. f< Yoiir father 
has nerves, my dear, and — ayd — well, you will know 
some daj^” . # 

, ” Know what 7 ” Dorothy was prtizzled, by this 
hint and*tliis # rqjiccnce. 

^ Never unnd, child. , But if you marry ” 

“ Of course 1 skill. • 1 intend to marry Perdv 
Hallon.” # „ 

“ Your father will never agree to that,” returned 
Lady Pan win, pulsing up her hard mouth. “ Mr 
Hallon is not rich? •and if is necessary for you to 
marry a wealthy man, if the Manor *s jto be kept in 
the family, ” • 

“ I don't care if it's kept in the* family or not,” 
retorted Dorothy, much annoyed. “ Why should I 
sacrifice my hafminess #o*a tumble-down old building? 
And whatever father may think »of the Mhnor, auntie, 
you know it matters very little ta you. I'Drsure* 
you'll help* me to mr ry Percy,” # and she gave the 
elder fady's arm £ squeeze. m , 

“ 1 dpn't want you to marry at all,” said Lady* 
Pan win, with # something# like re^pt in her ranging 
voice. # 

•Dorothy opened her eyes very widdy. “ Why 
not?” she asked. * 

* 1 can't *tell you just now.” 

” You were pleased tha^i should marry Sir John? ” 

“ Never \ Never ! ” cried her aunt, vehemently. 

" Francis wanted you to become his wife for* the sake 
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of the money. But I saw reasons why such a mafrfage 
should not take place. Francis over-ruled me. 1 am 
not easy to over-rule," a^ded Lady Pan win, grimly, 
"hut on this occasion I was forced to agree against 
my better judgnfent. However, Sir John is dead and 
will be buried to-morrow, so I hope, Dpiothy, that 
ydh will dismiss all idea of marriage." 

"Oh! " Dorothy looked blank. " And what about 
Che Manor? " 

" It will descoaid to you along with my money and 
your father's. You can live in it very comfortably." 

• f Yet you say that to keep it I must marry money." 

" I said that, I know. All the same, I dare say it 
can be arranged that you can stop there as a single 
woman." 

" 1 don't sec why 1 should. I object to being an 
old maid." t 

" There are worse things, child.- And— f—" 

Lady Panwfti broke off abruptly, and refused to 
speak further. Apparently there cnisf.ed 6oine very 
strong reason wliy she should declare herself against 
any possible marriage, as "she loved Dorothy, and 
wished to see her happy. Lady Panwin's attitude 
towards this important question puzzled her niece. 

" I think you might say why you object to my 
marrying Percy,” she observed .riu an injured tone. 

. " It's not MrHallon in particular that I object to," 
said Lady Panwiu, walking very fast, " although, 
could you marfy, I should like to see you make a* 
better match. But I don't ad\ T is'e your marrying any 
one." * * , 4 

"But wh^ — Why— iwhy? " 

" Kere we arc at Winter’s shop," said Lady 
Pan win, irrelevantly, and pointing to fhe window. 
"That's a pretty dregs* materia^ Dorothy, t must 
ask the price," 

Shfe stepped inside the dark little . shop, followed 
by the perplexed girl, and* not one word more woqld 
she speak "on the subject. 

Needless to say, Dorotfiy, not seeing why she should, 
be condemned to celjbacy, determined io keep on 
her engagement with Hffljon, notwithstanding this 
opposition. Yet she .was disappointed, as, knowing 
that her father would not approve, she had* quite 
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oountdd on her atmt being willing to help, and conld 
not understand Lady Pan win’s attitude. • 

Opposite the draper’s shop* was the Pigeon Inn, and 
a crowd was collected round its doors^ The old lady 
and her niece turned over dress patterns and looked 
at fashion plaits, keeping all thtf lime a "close watch 
on the throng. Little Miss Winter, who owned the 
shop, and who knew all the gossip of the village, 
chattered on gaily about the murder, and detailed the 
various amounts of money which had been earned by 
various people from the notoriety of the crime. It 
was rumoured that MisS Clair was engaged — or, 
rather, had been — to the dead man, and the little 
milliner cast sidelong looks to see how she took the 
news. Miss Winter was secietly surprised that the 
young lady should be so calm.* 

“ I suppose the truth will *iever be known, my* 
lady,” she Irhatttd. • • 

•“Let us wait to hear what the jufy*sa>. Miss 
Winter.” • . • 

41 The jur} r can onl^ by the evidence,” said. 
Miss Winter, with a shrug. " And from what I hear 
there is no evident. M wonder to whom the late Sir 
John will leave his money ? ” 

“ Really I don’t # know,” said Lady Panwin, 
freezingly. • 

“ Perhaps to his brother,” went on*Miss Winter, • 
in nb wise abashed. 4# They say Mr Richard Newby 
exactly resembled Sir # John.' ' * 

" So 1 believe, from niy own eyesight, Miss Winter. 
But who told ydlii” • * 

“ Mrs Broil, my lady.” # # 

” Sir John’s housekeeper,” said Dcfrothy. •* ls*$he 
here?” . ^ • 

" Yes^ miss. She fame down* to the inquest, . and 
has just ^one across to give her evidence — that, is, 
she ftent some time ago. "She camtstin here to buy 
some mittgns, and is coming back to take tbpn away. 
She is a very chatty lady, and told me a lot.” 

# ” Lady ! ” pcljoed the stately old dame, her pride 
of blood flushing her cheeks.* “ Mrs Broil is a 
servant, formerly a nurs^ • She is now a house- 
keeper.” 

" So she told mCj my lacly,” rejoined Miss Winter, 
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with great humility. “ And she's got a friend* with 
her, a handsome girl, only she's stone deaf, and 
near-sighted.* * * 

“ Julia Flint, I expect, ** said Dorothy, looking at 
her aunt. • 

Lady Faiiwin took no notice. She did not approve 
bf Miss Winter talking so freely, andT certainly did 
not intend to lower herself so far a§ to gossip with a 
milliner. Although Lady Pan win was fond of -pre- 
tending to democracy, she thought very highly o i her 
birth and connections, and always kept those beneath 
her in* their places. Hut • Doi othy, being young and 
friendly, and having known Miss Winter from the 
time she — that is, Dorothy— could toddle, was not 
indisposed to hear what was going on. She would 
have continued the conversation, much to the secret 
* displeasure of her stajelv aunt, but that Miss Winter, 
looking out of the doorway,* started an£ announced 
that Mrs Brbll was crossing the green on her return 
to the shop. c 4 * 

" I expect she’s given- *her evidence,” said Miss 
Winter, hurrying behind the 4 counter to pack up the 
mittens, 11 and has come for thes*.” 

Mrs Broil was as small as Miss YVunter herself, a 
dark morsel of a woman, as dry as a bone, and gnarled 
like a tree-trunk. She "had daik eyes, which twinkled 
under overhanging brows, and 1 a large mouth, dis- 
playing many teeth. Her hair was grey, and was 
twisted into rt cast-iron knob at the back of her head. 
Strangely enough, seeing that her master was dead, 
she had arrayed heiself lif the gijest colours. Her 
dress was* green, hter jacket was fawn, and bei gloves 
ptfrple, perhaps* as a token of Royal mourning. Also, 
she wore an pld-fashionc^l ^Victorian 4 bonnet, with 
ribbon* under the, cjiiaa ; and tjns was a mixture of 
flowers and feathers and tulle, all of raiqbow hues. 
But to shew th$i she did cnoum for jthe dead, she had 
draped over her shoulders a black lace shawl, trimmed 
heavily *with crape. The odd little figure, 4 dressed in 
this strange and unsuitable fashion, t minced into the 
shop with the air pf a person who thinks that the 
eyes of the world are her. # 

” Lady Panwin » Mrs Ilroll threw up her purple- 
gloved hands and dropped a curtsey as though she 
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• was Wng presented to the Queen. “ I hope I see you 

well, my lady. And Miss Clair — poor, dear young 
lady, who is broken-hearted, I am sure. What a 
dreadful crime, my lady! Oh, your ladyship must 
indeed suffer.” . * 

" Why? ” asked Lady Panwin, grimly, and looking 
disapprovingly at the rainbow raimeht of the 
housekeeper. 

“Such an old friend, my lady," minced Mrs Broil, 
clasping her hands, “ and so devoted to Miss Clair 
here*. Ah, well, wedding-bells give pface to funeral 
tolls. And why not, since # we know that all flesh i$ 
grass. Your ladyship knows Julia,* my companion — 
a child of the slums, alas ! and as deaf as the adders 
of Scripture, but a good girl, and devoted with me 
to works of charity, without which, as St Paul 
mentions, we are but tinkling cymbals/* 

Julia Flint was a handsome, tall, dark-browed girl, 1 
with a latHer sullen face. She watched Dorothy 
eldfeelv, and, with anything but an amiable Expression. 
Quietly dressed* aftd very composed in manner, she 
looked ladylike and unobtrusive. As Mrs Broil had 
said, Julia came from the slums, and was a prot£g£e 
of the housekeepers. * That- queer old woman — Mrs 
Broil must have been far past sixty — indulged in 
slumming, and gave herself up to charitable works 
in her intervals of jc?t. She fed the # hungry and 
clothed the naked, with the approval of her late 
master, more because £he liked to play the part of 
I&dy Bountiful than t^cause she really felt for the 
poor. Julia helped her, ayd occupied the position of 
her companion in tW Newby hougeholij. • Sir John 
w T as always kind to his old nurse, and her vagarieju 

• “ Yes,” went on Mrs Broil, while* Lady Panwin 
glowered* “ I have saiffefcn a great blow in the death 
of Sir John. But I an* glad to*saythat I am bearing 
up. )} r heir he had gout last year, and gave no e*id 
or trouble, I bore* up wondettul, as Jiflia can testify. 
And#now he is gone like a tlew-drop, and n<j one at 
the inquest can tell who has milted him. I speak in 
parables,” endid -Mrs Broil, pleasantly. 

“ Come here,” said Ladv fanwin, .suddenly, and 
stalked out *cf the door abruptly. “ Dcfrotliy, speak 
to Julia.” • 
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“ In the deaf and dumb ^lphabei, miss, you 
please/* put in Mrs Broil, whose black eyes twinkled 
more than ever, 

, 44 I wish to speak te Mrs Broil/* ended Lady 
Panwin, exactly as though the housekeeper had not 
opened her mouth. 44 Come here, Martha! ** and she 
stalked into the hot sunshine. 

Mrs Broil started and bridled. Lady Panwin had 
known her for many years, and tosk the liberty of 
such an acquaintance. "But Mrs Broil was not pleased. 
She had a great idea of her own importance, and did 
not like to be thus set in her place before company, 
flowevgt, she had a wholesome dread of Lady 
Panwin’s abrupt, masterful ways, and meekly 
followed her into the middle of the green. Here no 
one could overhear, and any one who approached 
could be discerned at once. It was a very safe place 
‘for a confidential conversation. 

44 Now then, Martha/* said ' I/aUy Pam. in, turning 
sharply* o it tne ex-nurse, 44 what do you know abdut 
this murder ? ** 

* 44 Simply nothing, my fad}'/* minced Mrs Broil, 

with aggravating politeness. 44 Sir John left on 
Saturday and came down to this place, where, as it 
seems, he met with his death. I don’t know why he 
should have been thus untimely slain, but in the 
midst of life we are in ** r 

44 There, <there, you needn’t improve the occasion, 
Martha/* snapped Lady Pa&win. 41 What about 
Richard?*' 

44 He’s in Russia, my lady/* 

14 Humph ! Ricliaid was alw&y3*your favourite.’* 

“ He was the best and loveliest child I ever 
nu5sed/’ said Mrs Broil, fervently. 

44 Seeing that* Richard and' John were twjus, and 
that, you 'couldn’t teli one from* the other, you must 
hav^ nursed two lovely children.” " 

44 1 don’t den>* chat, my^lady. They were two roses 
on one stalk. But Richard had a better disposition 
than John.” 

44 Hoh ! *' Lady Panwin rubbed her .nose vexedly. 
14 Yet John did everything for you and Richard did 
nothing?” - ' 

44 The mysterious dispensation of Providence per- 
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mitted John to acquire wealth and kept Richard < 
poor,” said Mrs Broil, piously. 

44 Rubbish ! John was clever in the right way and 
worked; Richard was clever in the farong way and 
loafed. You loved Richard because he wwls a scamp 
and did not like John, who was a good man.” 

44 Richard was his own worst enemy,” said Mrs 
Brojl, flushing. # 

4, Fve heard that phrase before,” •retorted Lady 
Panwin. 44 It is always used about scamps. Richard 
would have gone to the dogs had npt John made hid! 
his secretary. Now Fm going to ask you ti very 
leading question, Martha, and if you tell me a lie I'll 
know, by the expression of your eyes. You can’t 
deceive me, my good woman.” 

44 I am a good woman,” said Mrs Broil, hotly, 44 and * 
I never tell lies. # Oil ! my lady, my lady, you 
misjudge me, indeed you do! ” • . „ 

* Pooh ! *You deceive yourself into thinking that 
you ane an angA. I daresay you are a good average 
sort of creature, who ‘looks after number one all 
right, but ” # # 

44 1 beg your pardon, my lady, but I live for 
others.” 

44 In the slums and *cjpt of them — especially out of 
them, when Richard is to be consider ed* ^Now then, 
Martha, answer mv ^question. Did Richard kill 
John?” 

•Mrs Broil threw up 4he purple gloves and gasped 
with horror. 44 Qji, my k&v, what a wicked thing 
to say! Richaid wflfild not hurt a*fly.”« - * 

44 1 daresay, because a fly’s death would do him *1© 
good,” said Lady Patjwki, grimly. 44 But your 
answer ? V • * 

44 Richard is in Russia. He *di(l not kill Jahh,” 
snapped Ms Broil. , * 

41 Did he employ any one tp kill him? ” 

44 No. John's death does not benefit Richard. 
John has not left any money to my poor boy. He 
told me so, betaifse Richard vexed him.” 

44 Hoh! ” said Lady Panjri^ and rubbed her nose 
again. 44 Then Richard mult be innocent. All the 

same, I mistrust Richard, and " ♦ 

A slioufing interrupted her, and a crowd of people 
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poured out of the door of the inn. Hallon appeared 
and walked across to Lady Panwin, when he caught 
sight of her. i 

“The verdict is wilful murder* against some person 
or persons unknown,” he called out. 



CHAPTER VII 

The verdict was only wliat, could be expected* since* 
there was no evidence obtainable lilfely to eve& hint 
at the name of the assassin. Trusk and Swans&n had 
done their best, but the mystery was loo deep for even 
their official brains to unravel. Certainly Sir John 
had beeii seen to enter the Cuckob’s Grove somewhere 
about the hour of seyen * and thht was the last time 
he was beheld alive. That he had been stabbed in the 
wood was unquestionable, and the most extraordinary 
thing was that file body tyid been taken secretly to 
the vault under Abbot Huiiey’s Tower. The word 
secretly may be ns^d qdvisedly, as no one had seen 
the removal of the corpse. Also, in spite of all 
inquiries, no one could say that any suspicious 
character had been seen # in th^ vicinity. The end of 
the inquiry left the mystery of the death where it was. 

Novit that the inquest, w as over nothing* remained 
but to bury the bod}', and to read the* dead man's 
will. The corpse was token to London immediately, 
and buried the n$xt day Kensal Green, and Mi 
Clair, with manj^ offier people, west to # the* funeral. 
Richard, who ought to have been chief, mourner, \v$6 
'still abroad, and had given* no sign of his existence. 
But, sooner or later-*it depended upon* the nature of 
the errand upon whidh Sir John* had sent hinv-*he 
would jretufn, and then no doubt a reward would be 
offered for the defection of the murderer. Notwith- 
standing what Mrs Broil said* everyone expected that 
the millionaire would leave his* large fortune to his 
twtn brother, shicfc he had no other relation, and had 
always been fond of Richard. * But perhaps the 
fondness mi£ht not go so ftr as to entrust such a 
scamp as Richard had the reputatibn of being with a 

55 
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large fortune. In the hand Isf of the" surviving; twin, ' 
the hard-earned gold of Sir John might prove a curse 
to its new possessor. 

• Down at Beltan excitement waned with the giving 
of the verdict * and the removal* of the corpse to its 
resting-place in Kensal Green. People still talked 
more or less, and suggested reasons why the 
millionaire should have been murdered, but gradually 
began to look upon the crime as one r of those mysteries 
which would , never be solved until the Day of 
Judgment. Vet the Cuckoo’s Grove was invested 
<wit£ a t sinister reputation by reason of the murder, 
and lqvers who formerly used to haunt it on summer 
nights no longer went there. As to the vault, it was 
locked up again, and the key was restored to the 
niche. Trusk pointed out to Mr Clair that this 
should be done, as the presence of the key might 
prove a trap for the assassin. It might be that the 
murderer, knowing the way to the vault, 'might return 
there again, and, finding the key. might re-euter, in 
which ca^e he would certainly fall ivito the hmds of 
the police. To provide against this contingency, 
Trusk directed the rural constable to hover round 
Abbot Hurley’s Tower at odd ti tries, by night and by 
day. Mr Clair consented unwillingly to this arrange- 
ment, and the inmates of the Manor still felt the 
influence of the crime hanging over the house, since 
the presence of Hobson constantly reminded them that 
such a tragedy had taken place. 

Hallon went up tc town .with Mr Clair for the 
funeral, but the next day he returned to the Minters’ 
cottage. ^ an intimat£*»Inend of the young 

couple, and came and went at will. Indeed, Billy had 
once or twice' jokingly proposed that Willy should' 
marry him; but the girl sternly refused. * She was 
determined to remain U spinste* ; and, moreover, knew 
that Percy loved Dorothy, which put any marriage 
with her out dr'the question. When Billy learnt that 
his friend was an accepted lover of the pretty; Dorothy, 
he congratulated him* with marked envy. 

” Of course, I wish you luck and all that sort* of 
thing,” said Billy, ovef his after-five-o’clock tea pipe. 
49 But I wish I was the iucky man.” • 

” You pay a great compliment to my taste,'* said 
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Hallon* gravely. " Bui I didn't know that you were 
in the field." 4 

“ I have been for a long time," said Billy, with a 
huge sigh. " But Willy objected to my taking £ 
partner. She wants *us to be bachelors* all our days* 1 
“Oh, nonsense, my dear chap! Willy* is sure to 
meet the righf man sooner or later, and then you wift 
be free to make s£me delightful girl Mrs Minter. 1*11 
dance at your wedding some day. 11 

“ Huh ! It seems that I'll have to dance at yours 
first. Mighty hard lines, seeing I’m in love witn the 
bride/ 1 r * * 

Hallon laughed. Billy’s affection was bufe skin- 
deep ; and he was one of those inflammable young men 
who fell in love regularly, once a month, with any 
pretty girl who happened to be^at hand. “ I'll trust 
you/* he said, smiling. “ Conje to the wedding by,, 
all means . *\ , 

If it ever takes place/* said Billy, * shaking his 
young bead. “ Lqve won’t run smooth in your' case, 
you k*now. OUT Clair wants Dollv to marry money. " 

“ I have enough for ils live on, Billy.** 

" I daresay, aiid, yq,u*ie a rattling good sportsman 
into the bargain; but Mr Clair wanted thousands.*' 

“ He may get them— from vSir John Newby's 
estate ** * € * 

Billy started : “AVhat makes you think that, 
Percy? *' f * 

t " Oh, 1 have no reason to think so. *It is simply a 
guess on my part.*' * 

“ Your guess may,, prove to be truth/* said Billy* 
thoughtfully. “ Alter all, Newby and Clair were 
very thick ; so out of his millions •that poor chap 
might leave Clair a gqod* income. I'm sure I hope 
so, as it*s hard line£ on an obi Janiily to come down 
sn the Vrorld. Ancf if Mr Clair* does get monfey/’ 
ended Billy, screwing up his face, hope he'll give 
us better dinners. Oh, my^soul, how I have starved 
at those faUsts ! " s t 

u I never bothered about thd food there." 

“ Because jtou* lived on love." o 
"And still live on it/' eaid° Hallon, rising and 
stretching •himself. " Welf, I'm t off to the Manor. 
While tye cat's away the mice may play." • 
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"Can’t I come and plhv also’?" asked *Billyy' 
ruefully. 

"Certainly not! Much as I esteem you, I prefer 
.to be alone with Dordthy. Two's company, and 
three's a nuisance." 

" Well," said Billy, sighing, " you’re a lucky 
«bargee. I*il take out the car for a spirt. And, I say, 
bring Willy back in time for dinner. She's always 
late. She's at the Manor, with Dolly." 

" Oh, Willy is discreet enough to make herself 
scarce," said Hallon, lightly, and strolled to the gate, 
Rooking very smart in hi* white flannels and Panama 
hat. fiilly followed rapidly. 

" I say, Percy, one moment," he said, letting his 
friend out, and then leaning over the gate, " do you 
think any one m the Manor murdeied that poor 
chap ? " 

1 "No! Why do 'you think so?" asked Percy, 
quickly. i( 1 

" Well, * the plan of the catacombs under the tower 
was tom,, out of the boo|<, you knbw," sanD Billy, 
thoughtfully " vSonie one <in the house must have 
done that " v 

" I don't see it. A visitor may have committed the 
vandalism. Clair often has archaeological people 
down to see the house and <the tower; and those 
gentry are qot scrupulous in annexing anything of 
that sort. v They are as bad as stamp collectors. I 
wouldn't leave a stamp maniac alone with a collection 
for worlds. He'd steal for su*c " 

" Daresay," said B'Uy laconically, " but he 
wouldn’t » steal a #lan without^n object— the cata- 
comb plan I m^aii." I'll bet yon what j^ou like, Fercy, 
that the chap who annexed that plan murdered 
Newby" ” 1 « 

"•Perhaps," said "Hallon, thoughtfully. • "It is 
certainly strange that tlje plan should b& missing; 
yet Mr Clair esmnot think who could have stolen it." 

"Oh, «.a pompous old kss, such as Clair is, iJever 
thinks of possibilities, Percy," said Billy, irrever- 
ently. " I wonder if Willy knowg anything abotit 
that missing t plan. t 
" Why, wliat the delate do you meah ? " asked 
Hallon, wheeling suddenly. t 
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• “ W4J, Willy •has sofnething on her mind con- 
nected with the murder, and she won’t tell me what 
it is. Remember she found the knife and the hat in 
the Grove. Why should shef ” 

“I don’t know if you’re off your hea*l, Billy,” said 
Percy, sternly, “ but you seem to infer that your 
sister is mixed up in the matter.” • ^ * 

“Nothing of the sort,” cried Billy, furiously; 
“ hojv you do effteh a chap up. 1 only say that 
Willy’s such a sharp girl, that she may have stumbled 
on some evidence likely to shew who stole the plan. 
If she has. probably, that jLs what took her to the^ 
Cuckoo’s Grove. v She knows something,” said^Billy, 
decisively, “ I’m certain. I’ve asked her again and 
again, but she always tells me to shut up ” 

“ Then I’ll ask her,” said Hallon, firmly. “ If 
Will}' knows anything likely ' to elucidate this 
m 3 r stery, she must speak. IIullt>, here she comes! ” 
It was inheed Miss Minter who wajjted ranidly 
dotfn the hyic where the cottage was situated. She 
looked* healthy Olid pretty, and came on „with her 
usual firm stiide; yet *.Hillon noted, as "she drew 
near, that her brows weie wrinkled with thought, and 
that she appeared Worried. 

“ 1 say,” he remarked, when she reached the gate, 

“ here’s Billy saying that you .know something about 
this murder.” % • 

“B;lly’s an ass,” said Miss Minter/ briefly, and 
removed her straw hat Co fan her hot face. 

•“ Yes, you do,” insisted her brother. “ I believe 
you know who to$>k that of the catacombs.” 

" Perhaps you acetiSe me? ” said* Willy, scornfully. 
“Huh! Who’s the ass now? But you do know 
something. Toll it to Per^y, here, and help him to 
marry Dorothy.” • # • 

h 1* ^ ou ^d my ^telling Him *of my suspicions 

“ Oli,” said Hallon, all on* the alert •** then you do 
suspoct some one? ” • 

? Well, yes,” said W’illy, slowly, “ although I have 
n<» reasonable •grounds for such a suspicion. But 
how will my telling you heln the marriage? ” 

“ Well, you see,” explaindu Hallon, knowing what 
was in Billy’s mind, “ Mr Clair ^naturally wants tp 
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know who killed his friend* He #ill not bp. over** 
pleased at my proposing to Dorothy, and may make 
objections — in fact, I am sure that he will* If I hdp 
him to discover the truth about this crime, he may 
let me marry his daughter.** 

Miss Minter looked from one young man to the 
Other, and* then at the pretty cottage, where the 
climbing red roses blushed in the sunshine. 

“ Billy,” she said suddenly, “ Swear you'll hold 
your tongue.** 

“ I swear! h said Billy, gruffly. “What's up? 1 ’ 
f “And swear/* added his sister, turning to Hallon, 

7 tliatjrou will ifbt be angry with what I am about 
to say.” 

“I swear! ** said Hallon, promptly and uneasily. 
She seemed to be so much in earnest that he felt 
nervous. 

“ I don’t know if rtiy telling you of my suspicions 
will help/* $aid Willy deliberately, “ btft I have an 

idea that Mr Clair knows the " , 

“Ob/*, Hallon interrupted he? fiercely, ^that’s 
absurd.” #> • 

“ Perhaps it is/* said Wjlly composedly, and 
related the grounds upon which she suspected Clair. 
“ And that was why 1 went to the Gro\e,” she ended, 
triumphantly. * * 

“It’s all fyosh! ” cried her r hrotlier, vehemently; 
“and it dcaesn’t explain who §toie the plan,” * 

“Mr Clair *may have tom it out himself,” said 
Willy quickly, “ in order to ^prevent any discovenp 
of the vault, where he hid the body, Percy, what do 
you think? ” t # ^ 

“I can’t give an opinion yet,” said Hallon, slowly. 
“ Of course, Clair was ab^pn^ from the Manor abont 
the time of the murder, and he •was near tke Grove 
by his own confes£Soft. But there is no apparent 
reason why he should mprder vSir John. Also^ it is 
ridiculous to tlfihk that a gentlemdn like Mr Clair 
would condescend to vulgar murder.” * * 

“ And then, of course, he could not have brought 
the body to the vault alone,” said Bill# disdainfully. 

“ 1 thought of that rrjyself,” cried Willy, sharply. 
“ I daresay that I am n&king a mountain out of a 
mole-hjll. All the *feame, Mr Clair’s movements on 



THE DEVIL'S ACE 61 

f t 

that tright are mysterious. And then, again, Lady 
Panwin is very nervous about him/* 

" I remember that/* said, gallon suddenly, as he 
recollected the behaviour of the old lady when the 
murder was announced, and also the collapse of 
Mr Clair. ".She looked at that picture over the 
piano— that Georgian soldier— an ancestor I suppose.* 

44 What has that to do with what we are talking 
about ?" asked Billy, crossly. 

44 Nothing, 1 suppose, and yet it seems all of a 
piece. I'll have a talk with Lady Panwin when 1 
go up, and ask some leading questions/' • * 

"•About what? " * 

44 I hardly know as yet,” said Hallon, somewhat 
puzzled. 

" Ask her why she does not want you to many 
Dorothy/' said Willy, pointedly. * 

41 What?'* cried Percy angrily, and with grt^t 
amazement. • • 

" Yes, Dorothy t#ld me. She doesn't want Dorothy 
to mafty any one/' • * ( 

"Oh! " Hallon elenefied* his hands, and thought. 
Then suddenly, and without a word of farewell, he 
wheeled and {aiily ran ujj the lane. 

"What's up now? " asked Billy, startled by this 
move. • • # 

44 There’s going to be trouble at the Manor,* 1 said 
Willy* wearily. " 1 wish 1 hadn't spoken now, but 
1 .have, so there's nothing left for it "but to allow 
Percy to do what he lifces. And mind you hold your 
tongue, Billy* I don’t Want the detectives down 
here/* • • * 

"But do you realty believe that Mr Clair murdered 
Sir John ? '* asked tlje youftg man, in .an awed voice. 

" Oh, don't bother me! You*kno.w all that I know. 
Think for. yourself." * * # 

Meanwhile, HaJIon was speeding nip the road*tn 
the direction of the Manor* On the face of it, he 
ooula not "believe that Clair wjs guilty, dnd yet 
Ljdy Panwin jeejned to be anxious about him. Was 
it because she suspected, or perhaps knew, that he 
had killed .Newby that sfe**urged Dorothy not to 
marry? Here was another mystery, but one which 
Hallon was resolve^ to fathom by direct questions. 
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« » « 
He soon arrived at the Manor, and rang tfifc bell* 
Jules, looking more meek and mild than ever, 
appeared and shewed Jiim into the drawing-room. 
‘Lady Panwin was seated on the sofa tatting as usual, 
and looked ankious. She started when Hallon entered 
the room abruptly, and spoke angrily^ 

“ “ The younger generation have no manners," said 
Lady Panwin, wrathfully. " How $are you enter like 
a bull into a china shop." 

"I beg your pardon," said Hallon, politely, "but 
I am worried, ami manners are apt to go when one 
"is worried." «■> 

"What is the matter?" asked Lady Panwin, 
sharply. "Have you and Dorothy quarrelled? All 
the better — it will make the parting easier. You 
understand, Mr Hallon? " 

" I understand that you don’t wish me to marry 
Dorothy," said the young man, gravely. " Willy 
Mintefi has 'just told me." « 

"And who told her?" « * y 

" Dorothy herself. I h«ve come to ask wl iy you 
object to me? " 

"You are not sufficiently rich*, you have no posi- 
tion," said Lady Panwin, sternly; but she dropped 
her work and glanced again at the portrait above 
the piano. <. 

" Hallon* s eyes followed her gaze, and he shook his 
head. " You are playing with me," he said, slowlj^. 
" I would rather know the truth " 

" You are not a suitable Inf sband for my niece." 

" That ^s not the reason. r Willy t6ld me, as Dorothy 
informed her 4 , that you don't wish any marriage with 
any man." 

" It is true,'* said Lady PUnwin, almost inaudibly, 
" And your rqason," said Jiallon, venturing to 
make a stray shot, " is connected .with that 
portrait." o « * . 

The old woman started up with an agitated, face. 
** What 4 nonsense are you talking? " she asked, 
sternly. " Why stolid that porti^it influence 
w r ith regard to your pieposterous engagement to my 
niece? " * ^ © s , 

" You looked at it just now when you made 
excuses," said Hallon, promptly, " and you looked 
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at it oji«the night' when 1* announced the murder and 
Mr Clair nearly fainted/' 

“ Oh, hush! Oh, hush! " she cried, and moved 
swiftly to the door, This sfte opened and listened, 
then dosed it again. • " I hear the sound of carriage 
wheels," she said, returning more composed. 14 My 
brother is probably coming back. Go, before he 
arrives." 

" Not until I k&ow why you don’t want Dorothy 
to marry me." 

44 She shall not marry you, nor any c man. There 
is a Season." , 

" What if I guess the reason." *' 

“ You cannot," murmured Lady Pan win, very 
white and very determined. 

" I believe I do," said Hal Ion, slowly, and staring 
at her between the eyes, so as to dominate her with 
his will. " You fear ^ lest your brother should know 
something abbut the murder." , 

"1 do not [ I do not! " panted Lady Panwin, and 
glanced* towards* the near # window, through which 
could be seen a fly stopping* at the door. " It*s not 
that. Go! Go! 1 beg of you to go before Francis 
comes." • t 

"No! I shall stop and ask him to explain." 

Lady Panwin sprang* forward and caught him by 
the arm. "Then 3'on^nfust know — you «shall know. 
I am ready to tell you. # Tliat portrait site pointed 
to the Georgian soldier— 1 " is my gieaU-granafather. 

\vas a lunatic— -he , died in Bedlam. There is 
insanity in the C^xir family, and if j r ou marry my 
niece you will tiausinit it to your children/* 

“ Oh! " Hallon was suddenly enlightened ; " then 
Vhen your brother was sp upset that night you 
dieaded l®st he should have gone ntad and have 
killed Sir* John." • * * • 

4 4 Yoij hoPve no right to say that — you have no 
right." • ** 

“ Lady Panwin, be plain *wilh me," said* Percy, 
greatly agitated. " You know that I love your 
nioce, that I atu a» true friend." 

“If you are— if you are, hpld *your tongue. Say 
nothing of what I have just And to you. ,r She shook 
him in her excitement. # 
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"No, I shall not,” agreed Halloa, soothingly; 

" but be plain. Did M • 

" He did not — he could not. His brain is weak, 
but he would never, he , would never— oh!" she broke 
off, " why should he/ when he had no motive to 
commit so dastardly a crime." 

Voices were heard in the hall, rf and with an 
imploring gesture Lady Panwin pointed to the 
window. Hallon ran to it, and slipped on to the 
terrace. The next moment he heard Clair's voice 
raised in exaited tones as he entered the drawing- 
room. « 

14 Setina I Selina ! I inherit two thousand a year 
by Newby’s will." 



CHAPTER VIII 

t 

Hallon walked swiftly down the avenue, with the 
excited words of Mr Clair ringing in ifis ears. Lady 
Panwin had asked wliat yiotive her brother coul<J 
have to murder the milliouaiie — always prd^uming 
tliaf he was guilt}’, which was not vet wholly proven 
— and the man himself had replied to the question, 
unknowingly. And Pei cy asked it now of himself : 
Would Mr Clair assassinate his best friend to obtain 
two thousand a year? It was •impossible to obtain* 
an answer. • # 

The young man now saw very plainly the* reason 
for Liniy Pa mv ill's* fears. If, as slie insisted, there 

was insanity in the family, inherited through the • 
Georgian great-giandfathei , it might be that the 
same had shewn *it<&lf in the present head. A 
homicidal mama might have induced him to murder 
Newby; blit if this tvere granted, what became of 
the monetary motive^ # Either Clair had committed 
the dped in a moment of frenzy, or he hall deliberately 
planned the a ime for a certain consideration, which 
vftis explained by the inherited income. 

As to the fir^ of the$e theories, au unexpected 
homicidal attack would come on, without* premedi- 
tation, in which case Claii assuredly would not have 
been possessed of the k^iijp at the moment. In fact, 
if lie boiie\ed himself to be the victim of such a 
frenzy, he would refrain frofti ’carrying any J*thal 
instrujnenf, especially such # a deadly-looking weapou 
as that with which the cifme had Tfeen committed. 
In dealing* with the second* Hallon reflected . that if 
Clair had deliberately intended te murder Newby he 
cauld easily lfhve lu^ed him into the vault, there to 
fulfil his purpose. That ^vould have been both 
sensible aim safer. But isi? John had *been stabbed 

65 * . c . 



66 THE DEVlt’S ACE 

in the Cuckoo’s Grove, and his body— a remarkably 
heavy one— had been dragged to the yault, at the risk 
of discoveiy. A man advisedly intending >nurder ' 
would not have behaved in so rash a manner. Also, 
Mr Clair was far too frail a inan to carry the corpse 
all that distance. Looking at one theory and at the 
other, Hallon finally dismissed them both. Clair, he 
truly belieyed, and, in the face of circumstantial 
Evidence, was absolutely innocent. Lady Pan win’s 
fears and Willy Minter’s doubts weye all moonshine. 

Having come to this reasonable conclusion, Hallon 
rid his thoughts of the subject, and turned to 
consider how he was to overcome Lady Panwin’s 
opposition to his marriage with Dorothy. Clair 
certainty would be against the match, and now *hat 
he was about to receive two thousand a year would 
be more beut than ever on his daughter marrying 
some influential man, likely to benefit the fortunes 
*of the reduced Clairs. Hallon knew that he could 
satisfy the old gentleman on the score of pedigree, 
since he came of aristocratic stock, and there were 
but two lives between himself *an£ a* baronetcy. 
But he assuredly was not rich, and was forced 
•to earn his living, so ft Vas probable — as Billy 
prophesied — that the course of tne love would not 
run very smoothly. But Lady Pan win influenced 
her brother so greatly that if she could be brought 
to countenance the match, Mr Uair might be induced 
to agree. v But to enlist the sympathy and help of 
Lady Pan win it was necessary to meet her on this 
burning question of inherited insanity. 

It had never struck Hallon that Clair was insane, 
althpugh lie considered him weak amd pompous and. 
fussy abbut® trifles. And Dorothy herself was 
singularly cool-headed and self-controlled. Lady 
Pan win’s theory seemed to be ridiculbus. Yet, as 
Hallon knew, insanity f might shew itself later in life 
if it* lucked in the family, and he shuddered at the 
idek of marrying into such a decadent race. Much 
as he loved Dorothy, if could be certain that her 
aunt speke the truth he was prepared to give her up, 
and pass the remainder of his life xn t a .state of single 
blessedness. But the statement had yet to be proved 
true, and Percy resolvetkfo so prove it. J'here must' 
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be amongst the ‘ family papers, he thought, some 
record of the unfortunate Cfebrgian soldier who hadi 
died in Bedlam, and could* he get access to them he 
might learn the reason for the lunacy. 

Then it occurred to him that willy Minter had 
literary ambitions, and had frequently stated her 
determination to write a novel dealing with the 
legendary lore i>f the Clair family. The squire had 
ratliei liked the idea, as advertising the antiquity of 
his race, and therefore had helped Willy to gather 
material from documents^ and letters and portraits 
and heirlooms. In her researches, as Ralloft arguerl, 
tlTe girl probably had come across the case of the 
lunatic great-grandfather, so a few questions to her 
might reveal some clue which would vanquish the 
opposition of Lady Vanwin Unfortunately, Hallon 
could not question Willy straighllv, as he had pa^sud 
liis word hot to s]>cak of the subject of insanity to 
any one m However, lie believed that with the aid of 
diplomatic femuflg he might be enabled to pump 
Willy of information *m* # this point, and set to work 
after dinner, when they were having coffee and 
cigarettes in the*thA r drawing-room of the cottage. 

Throughout the meal both hiother and sister had 
asked Hallon questions aboqt Lady Pan win’s attitude 
when he had culled- £nd as to his belief, or disbeJfef, 
in Clair’s guilt. To the first question Hallon had 
artfully replied that* Lady Pan win ^wanted to keep 
•Dorothy as her companion, and merely acted from a 
selfish motive . To the^ second he answered that he 
could not come to any conclusion on Jhe evidence 
before him. 11 I shall have to know inore,” explained 
TIallpn, ending the subject, “ before 1 make up my 
mind.y * * 

Than, while sipf>ing his •coffee and watching the 
bJu£ sftioke-rings curling from Willy’s lips* the 
young man lihitcd at tlfe novel/ And asked how it 
was getting on. » 

“ I haven’t written a linq for weeks,” Said Willy, 
‘candidly. * My ideas won’t come. I don’t know 
what to set down. • 

** But you have plenty* of material,*’ urged Hallon, 
surprised. “ Why not tell the legend of Abbot 
Hurhty’s lower?#” 
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"Yes," said Billy, who wd!s lounging in a-deep 
armchair, looking lazy, and comfortable. "I told her 
’she ought to write about the Devil's Ace and the 
game which gave the monastery to Amy as Clair. 
Also, she migiit describe Abbot Hurley’s revenge.” 

"Oh!” said Hallon, curiously, 11 I never heard 
of. any reverfge ” 

“ Abbot Hurley hid the treasures of tlic monastery 
when he lost the place,” explained SVilly. " Some- 
where in the nyghhouihood there is a rich treasure 
hidden — church plate and crosses and chalices a^d 
pyx and Jewels and gold and — ” 

"Stop! Stop !” interrupted Ilallon, while \Vil,\y 
paused for lack of breath ; " you make my mouth 
water. It’s like describing the plunder of a Spanish 
galleon in the good old buccaneeiing days Is there 
no document to shew where this’ wealth is 
concealed ? ” ' , . 

" No,” said , Billy, regretfully “ Abbot Hurley 
was too tflever for that. lie simply ^hid tlu plate by 
night and bolted with his monks— so Hhe document 
says. Amyas Clair and several of his descendants 
have searched again and again, but, without success. 
Could Mr Clair find that treasure it would make him 
wealthy.” 

"I don't think so,” -said "\{filJy, calmly; " the 
plate would have to be returned to the church it 
belonged tod „ 

Billy winked.- "Von hot,” said he, emphatically, 
" and Mt Clair is th» abbot of *tlie monastery now. 
Lay down your yarn on those lines 

"And might i 1 suggest,” said Hallon, still bent 
upon learning what he greatly desired to know, 
"that you might make Amyas. Clair go mad, when 
h<i could not find the treasure. it would only be 
justice; seeing that he won by tlu f Devil's Ape. 1 But 
I suppose,” he added, artfully, " thqt there is* no 
madness in the Clair family.” 

" Genera} Clair was mad,” said Wiliy, un- 
expectedly, and there f*he was striking the very 
trail Percy wished to follow. " You know that 
portrait over the piano *rj , the drawing-room — the 
soldier? lie was one of George III 's Generals. 
Your remark lo-day about Lady Panwin glancing at 
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that portrait se^ me thyiking about him. I wondet,” 
added 1 Willy, meditatively, aud almost chancing on 
the right explanation, “ if Lady Panwin thought that^ 
Mr Clair was going mad wjien be nearly fainted, and 
recalled General Harry Clair’s madness.” 

“ Perhaps,” said Hallon, with oirtward calmness, 
but inwardlj excited. “ 1 suppose she ^bought that 
the lunacy might be hereditary.” • 

Willy thrust out her chin. ” Oh, nonsense! ” .she 
cried, glibly. Why, General Harry went mad 
through sunstroke in India.” • 

V Oh ! ” Hallon’s heart gave a leap as the mists 
seemed to clear away, “ then th^re is no oliance *of 
insanity being in the blood ? ” • 

“ Not in the least. There was a local cause for 
the man’s going off his head. He died in Bedlam, 
poor soul. 1 read it all in some letters addressed to 
his son. Lady Pan win must .be silly to think 
Mr Clair \|'as going mad.” 

. " You suggested that,” hinted Billy, anticipating 
Percy. • m • 

” Because Lady Pan win looked at the* portrait of 
the General. But Mt Olair was only upset by th£ 
news of the dentil. ”j 

“ Or his conscience smote him,” said Billy, 
yawning. 

” Oh, rubbish ! ” • cried Hallon, testily. ” D^n’t 
t>e talking of that •again, you silly ass! There is 
absolutely no reason* to believe that ^lr Clair is' 
guilty.” • 

“ But the circumstantial evidence ” 

" Many a mati who innocent has been hanged 
upon such evidence. I want greater prodf of Clair’s 
guilt than what Willy says.” 

“ I say nothing,” flashed out Miss Minter, angrily. 

” I had my suspicions, but J[ was never certain that 
Mr Clai* was guilty. Only to you and Billy* have I 
mentioned whaj. I though*. I d<MVt intend to* talk 
on the subject again,” sh$ ended, decisively. 

1 You Vill be wise, my dear girl. But with regard 
.to your novel, it seems to that with the General’s 
madness ana the hidden treasure and that infernal 
game of cards, you havoifrienty of material to build 
up a first-class story.” 
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And then Halloa went on to suggest the lines upon 
which Willy's proposed novel - should ^be laid down. 
He did this to avert suspicion as to his real aim in 
tasking questions, and introducing the subject. But 
his heart was light within* him that night when he 
retired to bed. fie could now prove to Lady Pan win 
— with the assistance of a doctor, if needs be — that 
there was no chance of the merely local" insanity of 
the Georgian General being inherited by his descend- 
ants.. From the taiul both Dorothy « and her father 
were free, and the first could marry him, while the 
second could be proved innoceut of the homicidal 
tn$nia which Lady Panwip unwillingly suspected. 
Of counse, there remained the fact that, if guiltv, 
Francis Clair had planned the crime in cold blood ; 
but Hallon had already argued out that theory, and 
judged Clair to be innocent. Therefore he fell asleep 
with a smile on his lips and peace in his heart. 



CHAPTER IX 

TiIe next morning he refused to go in the motor-car 
with his young hosts for* a spin* and whe» he saw 
thfrni disappearing down the Axleigh Road inf* a Cloud 
votf dust he strolled quietly up to the Manor. He 
desired to see Lady Pan win, and to explain that 
there was absolutely no reason why Dorothy fchould 
be condemned to spinsterhood. If she — the eldcy 
woman — were only •convinced of this, she might, out 
of sheer gratitude for such information^ be willing to 
persuade Mr Glafc- into consenting. Then everything 
would go well. 9 \ * 

It was a delightful summer morning, all sunshine 
and perfume and # radiant life, quite the sort of happy 
day to choose for courting. Hallon anticipated being 
with Dorothy in the quaint Dutch Garden near the 
tower, talking about his future and hers. But when 
he emerged from thh avenue he found that there was 
another Richmond irf the field. That is, Dorothy,* 
•who was strolling on the lawn, wit A a scarlet sun- 
shade over her uncovered head, had a young man 
walking by hef side. Xnd such a handsome man — 
tall, slim, and graceful, with cfuick *blue eyes, and 
curly yellow hair. The face, which turned towards 
Hallon* was oval, fafr, *and cleanshaven, save for a 
small .golden moustache. T*his Apollo, of whom, at 
first sight, the lover felt jealous, was dressed* m blue 
serge, with smart brown Itoots and»a straw hat* He 
loeked extremely English* and aristocratic; yet when 
Hallon came up Dorothy introduced her fcavalier as 
a foreigner.* . # 

“ Count BezkoffL-Mr Hallon*" said Dorothy, with 
hushed cjieeks, a3 she ssh^the jealousy in her lover's 
dark eyes. • 

“ I happy, to meet you, Mr Hallon."* 

\ • * 71 


Count 
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Bezkoff spoke wonderful Englisli, with scarcely a 
v trace of foreign accent. What with his fair looks, 
liis Bond Street clothes, ^nd his accurate Saxon, he 
did not seem to be a Russian. But the way in which 
he clicked his heels together and bowed stiffly from 
the waist hinted at the alien. 

•Hallon removed his Panama gravely, and nodded 
in polite silence, then turned towards Miss Clair. 

“ How is your father? ” he asked’, auietly. 

‘‘He is in , very good spirits,” she answered, 
composed!}'. “ Good fortune has come his way at 
last.*’ 

“ Then our visit to the vault did change the 
luck?” said llallon, pietcndiug not to know the 
news. 

Dorothy trembled a little as the memory of the 
c,iypt and its tragedv cio-sed her mind. But she 
recovered herself immediately, am! the quicker when 
she saw that Bezkoff was watching her curiously. 

41 I think it has changed the luqk fot the better. 
Foor Sir John Newby lias left my father two 
thousand a year for life.” * 

” I congratulate Mr Clair lie will be enabled to 
lestore the Manor to its former splendour.” 

“ And help the good cause also, I hope,” struck 
in. Rezkoff. , 

“I beg your pardon!” said 'Hallon, in puzzled 
tones. 

“All! I forgot/' railed on the Count, gaily.. 
“You are not avvaie that J am ‘a Red Revolutionist, 
an Anarchist, a Socialist, a Nihilist— in fact, all that 
is bad m ^our English eyes. I was an intimate 
fiiend of Sir John’s, and had he lived it was his 
intention to help the party I belonged to with money. 
We need money to cariy on ouf war agaitist the 
tyrants at St Petersburg, Mr Hallon. Sir John’s 
millions w'ould have come «in very handy, I assure 
you.” 

” No doubt,” agreed Percy, drily. “ But Mr Clair 
is not in possession of Sir John’s millions. Nor do l 
think that he has much sympathy with the views 
which you entertain regard'll g a new era for Russia.” 

Bezkoff laughed in a boyish manner. ” Right in 
both casts, Mr Hallon. With your solid English 



THE DEVIL'S ACE 73 

• sense, *you hav^ stated* the position correctly. Sir 
John's millions, with the exception of a few legacies, 
and this income to Mr Clair, have gone to charitable 
societies, with which, as aif Anarchist, I have small 
symjvathy. But two thousand a yea& can do much, 
if properly spent.” 

“ I scarcely 'think Mr Clair will spend it in Russia* 
Count.” 

“Oh, yes — that# is, when I have had a talk with 
him. You must not take my talk of Anarchism and 
Nihjlism too seriously, Mr Ilallon. 1 merely use 
those terms because the jaims of truly patriotic 
Russians arc inconceivable to youf countrymen, and 
perhaps to you, unless they are so ticketed. I hope 
for a bloodless revolution myself.” 

** There are no bloodless 1 evolutions,” said Hallou, 
briefly. 

” I fear you do n^t read the*histoiy of your own ‘ 
' country, Mi® Hallou, or you would remember the 
, resolution which drove James II. into exile. * There 
1 are other instates ujwn .which we can talk later 
1 And all revolutions, whetlier bloodless or otherwise, 
require money. I have every hope that Mr Clair will 
aid our cause ” » 

Percy looked at Dorothy in a puzzled manner. This 
sudden and unexpected intsusion of Continental 
politics into the qu^t* uneventful life of Belton 
made him wonder. Nor did he think that pompous, 
f aristocratic Mr Clair was the man to, lend himself 
r‘ to* Russian emissaries, qr his money either. Dorothy, 
fwho also looked % surprised, answered liis unspoken 
f question at once. # t * 

; ” Count BczkofF's arrival and news is quite as 

unexpected to cne as to yqp f ” she said. ” He came 
down with my father last night, and proposes to stop 
here for* a few days*” * # , 

as*an unwelcome guest, I trust, Miss CJaif,” 
said the Count, i*n a graceful manned. “ I am the 
last person ^ I hope, to intrude anywhere. But I was 
present at the reading of Sir John's will in London, 
k°P e th&t *he Jjad left a few thousands to the 
society that I represent in Jgngl&nd, and so I met 
with your father. I confidea to him my disappoint- 
ment at Sir John's oversight, and explained my 
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views. Mr Clair, was so, far converted to the 
desirability of helping us that he invited me 'down 
for a few days. When he fully understands our 
aims towards regenerating Russia, I have no doubt 
that he will give us some money. You see,” 
ended Bezkoff? turning towards Hallon with a 
dazzling smile, 11 that 1 conceal nothing. Yet you 
English §ay that we Russians are all secrecy and 
intrigue.* ’ * # 

** 1 say nothing about the Russians/' said Hallon, 
coldly, 44 because I know nothing of the country, or 
of the people.” •> 

14 I can instruct, you/' said the Count, quickly. 

44 It * would be* waste of time. I have very lfittle 
money, and certainly none to spend upon revolu- 
tions.” 

Bezkoff was in no wise offended ; he simply 
■ shrugged his shoulders and laughed gaily. “ You 
are wise, you English. You look bofortvyou leap? ” 
44 And yoif Russians,” retorted Hallon, promptly, 
44 leap before you look.'* * . * 

44 Naturhlly, with bayonets driving us,” answered 
" the Count. 

The two men seemed to b* cn the verge of a 
quarrel, and Dorothy intervened. “ You had better 
discuss your views with my father, Count/' she 
*tod, quickly, 41 since it is my father that you have 
come down to see.*' 4 

Bezkoff, with thd swift intuition of the Slav, 
glanced rapidly from one young face to the other, 
and drew his own conclusions. With a smile, but 
in silence^ he was about toC move away and leave the 
lovers to* a desirbd solitude of two, wdien Hallon 
stopped him. 

41 One moment, Count/ 4 ’ he said, abruptly, 44 ha.? 
Richard Newby’s secret visit to St Petersburg any- 
thing^ to do with your revolution ? ” 

44 Certainly. *■ Sir John • sent him to Russia \it my 
request. When he returns, Mr Hallon, the. mystery 
of Sir John’s death will doubtless be solved. 

44 Then you think — you know ” , 

44 Nothing, Mr Hallon. But Mr Richard Newby is 
better infom*ed.” 

When the Russian withdrew Hallon a'hd Dorothy 
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looked at one another for a minute without speaking. ( 
It was the girl who spoke first. 

“ What does he mean ? % she asked, shifting the 
sunshade from one shoulder to the ofcher. * 

Hallon shrugged his shoulders. 11 Reilly, I can’t 
say,” he refumed. " Unless he means to hint that 
Richard had something to do with the crime; and 
that, on the fac^of it, is ridiculous. Resides, I don’t 
see how Count Bezkoff can possibly know." 

Porothy thought for a moment, drawing patterns 
on the gravelled path with the tij> of her sl^pe. " It 
is .strange that Count Bezkoff should come down here 
with my father,” she observed. 

4t I quite agree with you. But," after all, it is your 
father’s business, and doesn’t concern us in the least. 
What does youi aunt say 7 
" ^Nothing. She accepts his presence in silence/* 
And your father ? ” • , 

" He has volunteered no explanation.” 

" Then we had better wait developments. 1 cannot 
think that your fathef \flould be foolish enough td 
lend himself to # thi£ man’s wild schemes. I am 
puzzled.” 

The girl took his arm eoaxingly, and led him down 
the path into a more # scclu chid part of the gardgps. 

“ Don’t puzzle just mow," she said. k “ Let us enjoy 
the golden moments together.” * 

u My darling ! ” His arms went roftnd her fondly. 

" Theu you do love me a little, Dorothy? ” 

" 1 love you a*very gicfit deal,” she whispered, with 
the sweetest of blushes and the* most delightful of 
trusting smiles. 

What could he do but fciss hei ? W'hich he did in 
the eye* of the atl-Rehohling *sun.^ 

Then* tjiey sat do^n on a moss* grown stone* Bench, 
under the shadow of a m^tble fann» who dancefl on 
a low pedestal. Round thgm spread the trees in the 
full glorjf of summer foliage, beneath theii feet the 
emerald swajd, and overhead the cloudless sky of 
midsummer. Then everywhere, amongst the trees 
and on the borders of. the lawn, and round the 
pedestal <fF the faun, bloomed rpses, red and white, 
perfuming the air with fragrance. It was Tike the 
garden of Raradisj, and they were Adam and % Eve 
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in the midst thereof. Fortunately, the serpefif, in 
the person of Count BezkofE, had gone away. The 
two talked low, because they talked of love, and there 
were frequent moments of silence, more eloquent than 
speech. Ndther the one nor the other thought of the 
changed fortunes of the Clairs, or of the murder which 
had so changed those same fortunevS, or of the 
obstacles which might prevent their- marriage, or^ of 
any mundane things whatsoever. They gave them- 
selves up to tld? full enjoyment of that golden hour, 
and Percy found himself saving things which hitherto 
he had # thought existed only in love stories. And 
Dorothy listened with charmed ears. But as the 
soared higher and grew warmer they were compelled 
to descend from "these transcendental heights and talk 
common sense, which was not nearly* so nice. 

* “I hope everything «»vill go well,” sighed Dorothy, 
coming first to the practical; after the ^manner of 
women, ‘however romantic. 

“ Of course they will, dearest, *VVVy should, they 
go wrong? ” / # 

“ My father will object to our marriage, I know . 0 
“He may; I don’t deny that, ?iut Lady Panwin 
will be on our side.” 

“ No, she won’t! ()q the day of the inquest she 
that she did not wish me to marry you or any 
.one else. I -wonder why? ” * 

“ I know, tqr she told ire,*’ said Hallon. Now 
that he knew the truth he judged it best to teR 
Dorothy everything, so thjt she might co-operate 
with him tj> o^eieoqic the prejudices, of Lady Panwin. 
“ Your aunt told me that the original of the portrait 

over the piano ” , 

“General Harry Clair. *Y£s ? ” interposed the 

& 1 - • . • • 

“Had died in Bedlam.” • 

“ Yes, I knovf,* said Dorothy, unexpectedly.* “ I 
found some old letters out day and shewed them to 
Willy. He suffered fioyi sunstroke.” 

“ Has your aunt seen those letters? ”* 

“ I don’t think so. • They were liidden in the secret 
drawer of an Lid escritoire.* We found them on a 
rainy day, when w<? were hunting for some dresses 
in. one of the attics. Why? ” • a 
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“ Well, you %ee, dear, Lady Panwin thinks that 
such insanity may be hereditary, and so did not want* 
you to marry.’ 1 

“Oh I” Dorothy tu$necl pale. “Surely she is 
wrong.” • 

“ Quite wrong, “ Hallon hastened to assure her. 
“ And I 

“Why am I wrong?” inquired a stern voice 
behind the pedestal ; and the lovers started to their 
feet to see Lady Pan win, gaunt and, grave, in her 
blayk dress. She looked like a blot of ink in the 
sunshine. • 0 • 

“Oh, auntie! ” faltered Dorothy, confused at 
being found with Percy’s arm round her waist. 

“ I have been looking for you, .Dorothy,” said 
Lady Panwin, with the air of adjudge condemning a 
culprit. “ Go in and see abo^it the flowers for th<j 
dinnei -labl<^ to-night.”. 

No,” said Hallon, detaining the girl wjien she 
would have obeyed- “ I have something to say first 
about* our engagement.” . 

“ You aie not engaged,” said Lady Panwin,* 
fiercely. “ You yver shall be engaged. I warned 
you last night. Go, "Dorothy ! I shall speak to Mr 
Hallon privately.” 

“ Go, dear,” said* # Percy* fondly, and actually 
kissed her under the Gorgon gaze of this terrible 
chaperon ; “ and don’t worry your heaef. We are * 
engaged, and no one can part us.” • 



CHAPTER X 


Lady Panwin put up her lorgnette’ as Dorothy ran 
across the lawn and disappeared round a curve of 
the path. K 

“ I thc-nk you ar$ mistahen, Mr Hallon,” she said, 
glaring: “ Also, you have taken a great liberty,” 
“It is the privilege of a lover to take liberties,” 
said Hallon, in' gay tones. “ Come, Lady Panwin, 
don't look so angry. You have been young yourself, 
find know what love ” 

The stately old dame softened, as sfyf ' eyed the 
young man standing so gallant and debonair in the 
radiance of the sunshine. In spite «of herself she felt 
her thin lips curve to smile. 

“ You are very bold. MY Hallon,” she remarked, 
striving to be stern. f 

“Naturally. Who would not be, to win such an 
angel ? ” 

^ You shall never win her, ! ” 

“ It's tcK> late to say that. I« have won her. We 
shall be married as soon as possible.” 

“ Her father'' will have something to say to that,” 
said the old lady, in her most ‘freezing tones. 

“ I look^to you to persuade Mr Glair to consent.” 
“You look* to die?” gasped Lady Pan win, con* 
founded by this audacity ; “when you know that 
I don't want Dorothy to uiarry any 6ne. Let the 
race of the Clairs die ,out, Mr Hallon. YGu know 

the taint, and ”* * ’ 

“'There is no* taint,” scid Hallon v quickly. » 

“ Rut there is. I have seen letters about ” 

“ You diave seen some letters, but not those which 
Willy Minter and Dorothy found in the; old escritoire 
in the garret.” * 

“ Did they ffnd letters there? ” asked Lady Panwin. 
starting. * 

78 
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” Yes. letters which dealt with the "lunacy of 
General parry Clair.” 

" I have seen them.” # 

41 Not these letters,” urged the young man, fighting 
every inch for his love. “ If you had you would not 
fear for an iftherited taint,” # * 

” What do you mean, sir ? The letters I saw said 
that Harry Clair* died in Bedlam.” 

u So he did. But did the letters ^hich you saw 
say. how he lost his reason? ” 

'^No, I can’t call to mind that they did.” , 

‘iThen there must be another ^packet of letters,” 
said Hallon, promptly, ” and Dorothy will shew them 
to you. In* one of them it is stated that General 
Harry Clair had sunstroke in India, and so went 
out of his mind. You understand?” 

” I confers that I.dop’t,” saitl Lady Fan win, draw- 
ing herself up. 

“ The injury wlycb caused the madness was local,” 
said •Hallon, Slowly, “ therefore there is not the 
slightest chance of the nfadness being inherited by* 
the GeneraPs descendants.” 

” Are you sure of fhis? ” 

” I am certain. Dorothy will shew you the letters. 
Willy Minter told oys, and' I asked Dorothy 
explain. I thought k was best that she should kfibw 
the worst.” , * 

” You do not understand what I mean, Mr Hallon. 
ft Harry Clair went mad from sunstroke, would not 
the lunacy be inherited?#” 

" Certainly not. However, to* set Jyotft- mind at 
rest, I will get the opinion of an expert doctor when 
I go to Loudon to-morrpw* Now, what do you say ? ” 
“ It afters the cs&e, of coaijse,” safd Lady Panwin, 
thoughtfijlly ; “ thaf is, if your theory is correct.” 

” And you will help me, to marry JDorotby ? '*• 

“ I don’t say* that. But if Francis agrees I shall 
make no’ objection.” 9 

Hallon felt disappointed. • u You know perfectly, 
well that MrTdftir will not agree,” he said, decidedly. 
” Also, that you can infki^nce* him more than any 
other per&>n. We depend upon. you.” 

Lady.Panwin gave a short laugh. 11 A frail reed,” 
she said. 
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" Your .brother does not think so,” said Hallon, 
significantly, ” and he may need to lean upon you 
soon.” * 

“ He always leans on me. But what do you 
mean ? ” * 

” Have you forgotten our conversation ? ” 

’ ” Don't speak of it.” 

” I must know where I stand,” insisted the young 
man. “ Believe me, I wish to be your friend.” * 

” I have always found myself able to manage 
without help,” said Lady Panwin, stiffly. » 

” Yoif may need someone should anything trans- 
pire as* to what Mr Clair knows about this murder.” 

” He knows nothing,” said the old dame, defiantly. 

” Perhaps so.' All the same, you feared lest he 
should know much. And I guessed from your 
♦glancing at that portrait that you dreaded lest he 
should have stabbed Sir John* in a (moment of 
insanity.” 

Lady Panwin sat down and garpe^i. ” How* dare 
.you! ” she exclaimed, in f furious tone. “There is 
not the slightest evidence to* show that my brother 
had anything to do with the matter.” 

” But you thought ” 

“ Never mind what I thought. Where are your 
to substantiate this charge ? ” 

“I have, brought none,” rep'ied Hallon, quickly; 
“ but another person may have less hesitation. This 
Count BezkofF,' for instance.” 

“I don't disguise from ydu, Mr Hallon,” said 
Lady Pau,win, trying to fight dovtfh her agitation, 
“ that I can *t uncicrstand why my brother should 
have brought this stranger here. He met him 
casually at the , leading of The* wi\l, and asked him to 
the Manor. Why, t l catanot say.” * 

“^Perhaps,” said Hallon, significantly— • perhaps 
he could not heijr himself, 1 Lady Panwin.” 

She was silent for a moment, then looked up with 
a grey efrawn face , ” What does this man want ? ” 
she asked in faltering \ones. * 

“ From what he said to me dn the lawn, I fancy 
he wants money from 3W1** Clair to carry out some 
revolutionary schemes in Russia.” 

” But Francis has no money.” 
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“ fib has two thousand a year now, and,V added 
Percy, with a pointed look, “ that income was left 
by Sir John Newby.” , 

It was useless for Lady Panwin to protest that she 
did not understand, for she was Well aware that 
Hallon hinted at the Russian's possibjp knowledge 
of Claii’s guilt. " But it is ridiculous,” she 
muttered. 

‘•I quite agre£ with, you, Mr Clair is the last man 

to murder a ” # 

But if he were mad for the moment?” she 
interrupted. p . • 

W He was not mad ; there is no inherited insanity . 
Put your mind at rest on that point.” 

“Will my mind ever be at restrain?” sighed 
Lady Panwin, and was silent foV a few minutes. 
Hallon waited on her pleasure, and when next sh£ 
spoke it wgs to state *a clear case. fl I accept vou 
a fiiend, Mr Hallon,” she said, stretching, out her 
lean hand,* whyh*he grasped, * and 1 will be frank. 
My brother wanted Sir Jcfhn to lend him fnoney, and 
met with a refusal unless *Porothj T became Sir John'S 
wife. Only Dorothy „ myself, and my brother know 
the way to that vault where the wretched man’s body 
was hidden, and Francis confessed himself that he 
was near the Cuckod'a Grovb about the time of th# 
murder What with*all these facts and ^he fact that 
he nearly fainted when you came with the news, I * 
admit I fancied for a moment that 'Francis might 
have destroyed Sir John in a moment of madness.” 

” I don't think you n£ed trouble furthej about the 
matter,” said Hallon, quietly and soothingly. “ Mr 
Clair is innocent. I'll stake my existence on that! ” 
And then he "explained 1 carefully the, reasons why he 
Lad diSmissed hi% two theories of the crime. 

" Whosoever killed Sir John Newby,” ended Hallon, 
with 'emphasis, Mr Claii* is innocent.” 

” You have lifted a weight from my heart,” said 
Lady Panwin, gratefully, agaiq offering her hand; 
“and I am*glad I spoke but. But if Francis is 
guiltless — and J nfcver could .believe him to be 
otherwise, in spite of circuihfctances — who is guilty? ” 

” Richara Newby might be* At least, # Count 
Bezkoff *hinted as much.” 
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“ But Richard is in St Petersburg." 
u Quite so. He was s$nt — according to Berkoff — 
by his brother on a sec pet errand connected with some 
revolutionary business in which Sir John was inter- 
ested. Bezkofi says that when Richard returns he 
can explain. 1 * 

“ Explain what? ” 

“ The murder, I presume ; at r ieaat, that -was 
the inference d drew from Bczkoff’s loose way of 
talking/* , 

“ But<if that is sp, why has this man come down? ” 
“ I Ain't say. It will be better to wait until^he 
shews his hand. I daresay your brother will tell 
you why he asked him here.'* 

" No/* Lady Panwin sighed and frowned. ,f I 
pave asked three or fpur times. Francis merely says 
that he likes him, and desires to have him as a guest. 
Perhaps^” she looked up, " now that Sir John is 
dead he wants Dorothy to marry tfiis Russian.** 
Hallon’s*face grew dark, and his eyes flashed: 11 If 
‘I thought that,** he said/ wfth clenched hands and 
a long-drawn breath, “ I would — I* would — but there, 
it’s quite impossible. Dear Lady Pan win, ask me to 
dinner to-night, and I’ll watch Count BezkofL In 
«otpe way or another I* will |e#J-n why he has come 

down. As t to Dorothy ” ^ 

“ We can 1 talk about her laU?r,” said Lady Panwin, 
rising; “ and * in the meanwhile believe that I apa 
your friend.” « 

So they made a treaty, and Hall*n went back to 
the cottag? feeling *chat he had scored. All the same, 
he was greatly puzzled by the arrival and the veiled 
hints of BczkofF, and wondered how he* could be able 
to circumvent so astutq a person? On the return pf 
Willy # and her brother he announced that La$y* Panwin 
had* asked him*, to dinner, and received much* com- 
miseration on the fact thgt he would not get enough 
to eat. in fact, Willy made him partake of a hearty 
afternoon tea, inclutfine eggs and tojst and sand- 
wiches. Fortified ip this manner, ‘Hallon took his 
way to the Manor. Only*£hen did he remember that 
he had not mentioned, in his preoccupation, the 
facts of Count BezkofTs arrival. , 

My Clair expressed himself gla& to sae the young 
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# man, which he %ould nqt have done had he guesseff 
his atiftacity in aspiring to the hand . erf # th e Clair 
heiress. Dorothy was also very bright, as Lady 
Panwin had hinted of her ^desire to help with the 
marriage, always provided — as‘ the girl whispered ttf 
Percy — that some well-established ddetor gave his 
opinion 011 lfce question of lunacy. A$ to Count 
Bezkoff, he made himself excessively charming, and 
was dressed in the very latest evening dress from a 
smart: Bond Street tailor. Halloa could not be quite 
sure, but fancied that he was a scoundrel; 3 T et the 
young Russian was so handsome and agreeable that 
he began to revise his opinion, and to take diimself 
to task for having been too hasty. Only Lady Panwin 
was proof against the fascination of this accomplished 
stranger, and glared at him like Medusa. Bezkoff 
seemed to be rather perplexed by her scarcely-veiled 
hostility. • # 

The dinner was no better than it had been bcfo r ^, 
and Percy secretly congratulated himself upon .having 
done justiefc lo,Mtss Winter's tea. Throughout the 
meal Bezkoff chatted ga *iv, and professew himself^ 
charmed with everything and everyone. Yet occa-* 
sionally Hallon detected Mr Clair glancing at his 
delightful guest in a puzzled and apprehensive way. 
And after dinner, when the three gentlemen were 
seated over their wiiuf,dhe hdfet gave Hallon a brqad* 
hint that he might • depart to the mor$ congenial 
atmosphere of the drawing-room. The young man, 
with a view to lovemaking, was onl£ too pleased. 
All the same, he wondgred for one swift moment what 
Mr Clair could jlossibly $ant with the Russian. 

For a wonder Lady Panwin was hot asleep, but had 
seated herself # near the window with a cup of coffee, 
and jvas listening tq Dtfrofhy playing # musical scraps. 
Although the old wqpan's draad concerning inherited 
insanity had been nearly removed, and she wAs not 
afraid of her niece marrying, yet she did not quite 
approve of Hallon as a stator. However, with a 
touch of .sentiment, she made no objection to the 
young man stealing to the side of the fair musician. 
Busied with her *own thoughts, Lady Pan win 
permitted jhe lovers to caA terse in whispers, which 
they did under cover of the music. Everything was 
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thus quiet and pleasant, until the sound of at* angry, 
voice broke in upon the stillness. 

Into the room came Clair, hurriedly and white 
with anger. He could scarcely speak for rage, and 
gesticulated wildly. Behind him, in strange contrast, 
sauntered Count Bezkofi, cool and debonair, with the 
assured air of a man who knows what he is about. 

“ Blackmail, Selina! ” stutteied Clair, vehemently, 
while every one rose in justifiable ^larm. “ I" am 
being blackmailed ! He ” — pointing to the calm 

Russian — “he says — declares— that I — that I *' 

“ Muidered Sir „ John *Newby,” finished Bezkoff. 
“ I carr prove it.” a 



•CHAPTER XI 


ITpojfei hearing her secret suspicions put into blunt and 
forcible words by Count' Bezkojf, Lady Fanwin 
thought a swift prayer and stepped forward. Tall as 
was the Russian, she seemed yet taller, and looked as 
gaunt and grim as a leafless tree in winter. Dorothy 
was too horrified to speak, and Hal Ion judged it wise 
to keep silent until he knew BezJcofPs grounds for the m 
accusation. ^That young, gentleman stood in an ea«*y, * 
graceful attitude, suave and cool, while Mr. Clair, 
restlessly excite^ glared on him fiercely. 

11 Ydb do not know what you are talking about, 
sir,” said Lady I\'tnwm*to # lhe Russian. 

“ Pardon me, ln.ijain, I know only too well. What 
I said just now I am willing to say in your English 
court of law, unless ” 

" Yes, unless, ” bur$f t out the squire, scornfully,** 
“ unless 1 give you #ialf my income for^your con- 
founded Anarchistic schemes ” 

PezkofT bowed politely. “ You save lfle the trouble 
of an explanation.” • 

“ L>o you realty accuse my father of yurder ? ” 
asked Dorothy, with a look of imlignatidn. 

"I rcallj" do, Miss Clair.” 

” And on Vhat m grourfils ? ” demanded Hallon, 
quietly. * • 

” Mr Clgir can inform you,” said Bczkoff. He 
finds them sufficient, I assure you, Mt Hallon.” 

” No, 1 do not. How dar*» you make such a state- 
ment! I # am perfect^ innocent. Why should I 
murder my b^st friend, who •was always willing to 
help me during liis lffe, and ” 

” Who has helped yot>*%fter his death,” said 
Bezkoff, wifjh a significant glance# “ You have two 
thousand# a year under the will.” 
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" I never expected to receive it/* said Clair, angrily. 

" You expected to receive something/* retorted the 
Hussian, " else you would not have been present at 
the reading of vhe will.** 

" Then yon mean to infer/' struck in Lady Panwin, 
staring hard at the young man, 41 that my brother 
knew of the legacy and killed vSir John Newby to 
obtain it? " * 

14 That is my belief/' replied Bezkoff, coolly. 

44 It is a lie, sir— a lie! ” cried Mr Clair, furiously. 
** Sir Jiohn Newby, never oeven hinted that he would 
leave me money, ’much less an assured income If 
he had lived he would have married my daughter, 
and 1 had arranged to permit him to live in the 
Manor, on condition that he restored the building. 
k Until I heard the will read I was under the impression 
that I was a loser by his dca f h. That being the case, 
I certainty had no motive to hill him." 

BezkolT shrugged liis shoulders " Of course/' he 
remarked willi chilling politeness, "you have to 
defend yourself." 

" I speak the truth." 

" Naturally. We all speak the truth when it is to 
our advantage to do ^o. However, you know what I 
know, Mr Clair, and unless you give me the money 
I require I shall inform the p'/ice." 

" You villain ! " 

" You call me villain in your own house," said 
Bezkoff, raising liis evebrow; . "This is English 
politeness, I presume? " 

"And’ your conduct is Russian honesty," said 
Hallon, quickly. " Blackmail has evidently been 
reduced to a fine art in vjur country." 

This speech struck home, and "Berkoff* coloured 
paiiifully. For the first time he showed a disposition 
to ’lose his temper. . w 

" 1 permit a oertaift .Jic^nce to Mr Clair/* he snarled, 
with an ugly look, **'as he is an old gentleman, and 
naturally wishes to defend himself. But you are 
young, Mr Hallon, and with this aifair you have 
nothing to do. Unless* m/ou address me property I 
shall certainly challenge you to a duel.** 

•The* Englishman laughed. 41 We don’t fight duels 
in t this country," he said; con- emptuously — 
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"especially with blackmailers. You can drop that 
melodramatic attitude, Count Berkoff.” 

" You insult me, and in the presence of ladies.” 

" I intend to, and if Mr* Clair only gives me the 
word, I shall pitch you out of yonder window.” 

Then Bezkon lost his temper completely. " What 
have you to do with this business ? ” he demanded, 
furiously. * 0 • 

" This much, 1 am engaged to marry Miss 
Clair.” • 

" What ! ” It was the squire who *spoke, and he 
stopped in the course of a restless walk up and down 
the drawing-room to speak. " You engaged to 
Doyothy, sir? How dare you, and without my 
sanction! ” 

" I intended to ask for your approval this night,” 
said Hallon, bravely. 

“You shall not have it! ”* cried Clair, angrily.^ 
" Dorothy, ^:ome away ♦from that man's side.” * 
."No! ” said Dorothy, rather afraid and pjde, but 
quite defiant, "I# love Percy. I intend to many 
Percy*;” and site slipped *her hand into that of her 
lover's while Bezkon sfhifed cynically. * 

If his opponent^ fought amongst themselves, the 
task of subjugating ftiem would be made the ^easier 
for him. 

Lady Pan win saw frhjs, am> also saw the Russian V* 
smile. Suddenly shot diew her angry brother to lone 
side, and spoke to him in a low, vehement whisper. * 
\yhat slie said no one could hear, and while she spoke 
no one made any lenmrk. In two minutes, however, 
Clair nodded, and seenfed to be pacified by her 
arguments. He .was the first to break the silence, and 
addressed himself to Hallon, 

" Later we tan discuss this matter, ’^he said, making 
an effoit to keep # calm. " In the meantime, it is 
necessaty* to deal wfth the accusation brought against 
me by Count Bezkofi.” * » • • 

Hallon guessed at once $hajfc« iT yfdy Panwin was on 
his side, and had been pointing out to her brother 
the necessity # of retaining alkthe friends he could at 
such a crisis. More«than this, the young man fancied 
that by defending Claif frean tnis monstrous charge 
he might be abh&to^in the old .gentleman's consent 
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to his marriage with Dorofhy. H6wever, h,e f only 
guessed these things, and could not be certain. 

Therefore, he judged it best to be silent, and merely 
bowed in answer to the stfuire’s speech. 

Clair looked at him hard. " Of course, Mr Hallon,” 
he said, pointedly, " you do not believe what Count 
Bezkoff says 1 ? ” * 

14 Ceitainly not,” replied Hallon, promptly, and felt 
that he could declare this with all tr^th, “ the accusa- 
tion is ridiculous.” 

<c I say so, too,” cried Dorothy, squeezing her lover’s 
hand, apd pleased that he should so stoutly champion 
her father. 

‘'Neither of you,” remarked Bezkoff, now oVei- 
poweringly polite, " have yet heard my reasons for 
the accusation ” 

“ We shall hear them now,” said Lady Panwiu, 
Sternly. " Francis, cbme and sit beside me Mr 
Hallon— Dorothy, be seated. Count Bc/koff, ait. a 
chair is* behind you, there is no need to §tand. We 
await your explanation.” * « 

• "And when you have explained,” added Mr Clan, 
sitting down beside Ins sister, "you shall leave my 
house at once.” 

" As you please,” remarked Bezkoff, in no wise 
4rp*et. " 1 have only a moderately large bag with 
me,' and 1 can walk to the c lafion to catch a late 
•train to {<ofidosi, or I cau c ion in the village. But 
I may remark, r Mr Clair, that you arc foolish to treat 
me in this way. I wish to be ,vour friend.” 

44 I shall give an opinion on that ppint,” said Lady 
Panwin, harshly, • " when I have heard your 
explanation.” 

" And when ” began Clair, only tc be cut short 

by his sister. * t 

"Francis, allow 'the “ Count U> speak Whatever 
he may have sajd 4 to you, we arc* in the dal k. Now, 
sir! ” ” And the! indomitable old woman turned a 
judicial cjve on the handsbme Russian. 

Bezkoff sat down - resignedly, and spoke to the 
point. " Sir John Newby,” lie si^d, addressing every 
one generally, " was* ni]j • friend and the friend of 
Russia. He was, through* me, in communication 
with vsfrious secret societies, which have been formed 

, f 
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to help my unhappy country. As an emissary to 
such a society from Sir John, his brother Richard has 
been sent to Russia.” • 

“And when does he come back?” .asked Hallon, 
mindful of the importance of Richard's evidence with 
regard to the *death. • • 

“ That depends upon the success of his mission.” 
“ Ayhat is his fission? ” questioned Dorothy. 

14 Alas! I am unable to inform j r ou, Miss 
Clair.” 

“ Unwilling, you mean,” snapped Lady P^mvin. 
•' Go on, sir.” 

Beikoff made no direct reply, but continued his 
recital “ vSeeing that v Sir John was ja millionaire, 
and well -disposed towards our cause, we— I speak 
for myself and for my revolutionary friends — we 
Mere anxious that he should lome to no harm. 
Therefore, on£ of our number was set to watch him, 
to guard bin; if needs be. This watcher, or gu&rdian 
— we \wll call If in* X, syice he is an unknown 
quantity— always kept big eye on Sir John.” 

44 To protect him from what? ” asked Hallon 
sharply. * 

Ilezkoff shrugged his shoulders. ” From any 
assassin, or spy, or delegate o£ the ruling party in 
Russia, who might Slim harm, or who miglft 
seduce him front our side. Those in power* wish for 
money as much as those \vho aie oppressed, therefore 
Sir ^ohii would be a. pri^e to them as well as to us. 
You understand ? *i » 

Hallon nodded. He understood much Jbetier than 
Bezkoff guessed, but did not intend to commit 
himself to words* with so ^lever a man. 

After a , moment's •pause the Count continued : 

” X — you .must remember that *the -letter represents 
our mail— followed Sir John from his ogice in Kafffr 
lane to Beltan on that day — — ” I 

" Stop ! ” interrupted Lad}f Panwin* " Whjrt did 
Sir John do between the time h$ left his office to the 
hour he arrived* at> Feuchurch-street vStation to eom£ 
down here ? ” • • # • 

“ It would iake too long ti> tell yju,” s&i& Bezkoff 
politely. “ Moreover, it has little to do with* the. 
actual death.” f * 
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“ I doubt that,” muttered Lady Panwin. ” Go 
.on— go on." 

“ X — again our man, you understand—followed Sir 
John to the Cuckoo's Grove, and was in the wood 
c with him •'bout seven o'clock.' ' 

“ Did not Sir John see him ? " asked Dorothy. 

“ No, Miss Clair. X is loo clever a spy to permit 
himself to be seen by those he follows. X concealed 
himself amongst the undergrowth and watched Sir 
John, wondering, I mav state, why Sir John waited 
in th^ wood. Apparently he was expecting someone.*' 

11 Mr Clair? " asked Percy, remembering the fetter 
found on the dead body, or, rather, in the vault. 

Bezkoff guessed his thoughts, “ Mr Clair can best 
tell you that," he remarked significantly 1 -, “ and also 
Mr Clair may inform you if he wrote that letter 
published in the papers, which lured Sjr John to the 
Cuckoo's Grove, by hinting at danger to his brother 
Richard." * t 1 

"I did not write tjie letter," said Mt Clair, 
furiously, “ nor did I go to the Grove." 

“ Pardon me, you were seen there by X." 

“ So you sav," letorted Clair savagely. 

“ I have read the papers, Mr Clair, and I know that 
a* the inquest you admitted that you were near the 
Cuckoo’s Grove at seven." 

“ I was near the Grove, certainly, but I did not 
enter the Grove. Also, I lingered there nntil nearly 
seven, but left on a visit to Mrs Folks before the hour 
struck. «Sir a John would not have 'reached the Grove 
when he walked from the station until seven or alter, 
so 1 must be innocent. *\ 

“ A good defence," said Bezkoff coolly. “ But 
qui^e useless in r the "face of X*s evidence. You did 
not leave the Grove until after seven, and you did 
enter it. Near the stile you met .with Sir John, and 
there you stabbed him *n the back, after a short and 
friendiy conversation. Sir John was just turning to 
go home with you when you stabbed him." 

“ You told me all this at my dinner table, sir, and 
I say that it is a lie said Clair, livid with anger. 
.“.'Selin?-, Dorothy- , Hallon, I assure you*that this man 
'never saWme kill Newby." 

“ I did not, certainly," said , Bezkoff hurriedly, 
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" but X did, and you stubbed Sir John to gain the- 
two thousand a y&r, whi^h he told you he intended 
to leave to you. After you killed Sir John, you Hid 
the body in the underwood, and then returned late the 
next night to drag it to the Vault* And you alone, 
Mr Clair, knew where that vault was*to be found. 
This is my accusation, 0 said Bezkoff, rising and 
bowing. “So I ask you all if it will not? be better* 
for Mr Clair to pay me one thousand annually for 
the rest of his life ftfian. to be arrested for the murder, 
which can be proved by X ? ” » 

The squire grasped his collar and tore away his 
white* tic. “I shall choker-I shall choke! he 
muttered. " Such audacity — such daring!" • 
"Avhat is your opinion, Mr Hallon?" asked - 
BezkofL ^ 

“I shall* let you hear mine fit st,"' said Lady Pan- 
win, rising grimly. “ You are a Jiar, Count Bezkoff, 
and I don’t believe a siugjc word of what you say! " 
“Your defence, madam?” asked Bezkoff, some- 

what taken aback b% this rude defiance. " What is 
your defence? ” • • * 

" You shall hear it," said* the old woman coolly, 
in the police court. 

■' In the police court! " gasped Clair, convulsively. 

" You hear, madam. Your brother does not feel 
safe." * # • 

" My brother is safe* mv brother is innocent, it 

is now some minutes .after nine o’clock, Count 

Bezkoff, and as you will have to catch the ten-thirty 
traitf from Beltan, and have some distance to walk, I 
think you had better go." * 

"1 go 11 — Bezkoff walked to the door, tiled 1 turned 
melodramatically — " to tell the London police." 

* " By all means. But remember that if you accuse 
my brother* to the pcAicc, he sjjall bririg a counter- 
charge of blackmail against you." * • * 

"I'll jisk*that," said Bezjcoff; and » would havfc 
spoken further, but* that Jules t entered,*in response to 
the bell which Lady Pan win bad sounded # some 
minutes previously. « 

"Jules," said nis mistress, "take Count Bezkoff 
to *his room and assist him § tai pack his bag. Then 
you can direct him to the station." . « 
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" Yes, milady.” f* »• ^ 

" And when the Count ‘appears here again he is 
not to be admitted.*' 

‘ " Yes, milady,” said 'Jules, meekly, and held open 

the door for the handsome Russian to depart. 

" I shall say au revoir but not adieju," said Bezkoff, 
‘■concealing*’ his vexation under an air of calmness, 
" since we shall all meet in the police court.” 

" With you in the dock,',' sgid Lady Panwin, 
sneeringly/ v 

" And later with Mr Clair on the scaffold," retorted 
Bezkqff , and went away smiling defiantly. AH the 
same, he knew that he had lost his game and his 
chance of getting money for the cause. •* 

When the door closed, Lady Pan win turned towards 
her brother anil the lovers. Mr Clair, breathing hard, 
was leaning back against the cushion of his chair, 
and Dorothy was giasping the hand of Ilallon. The 
young man approved of the decisive action of Lady 
Panwm, and, seeing that she was mistress of the 
situation, refrained froiq interfering. Moreover, he 
wished to hear what SKggestions she had to make 
with regard to Bezkoff 's proposed warning of the 
police before giving his opmion J of the present state 
of affairs. 

" There will be a publi^ scandal," said Clair, 
bieathiiig heavily, and tutn^ng his bloodshot eyes 
on his sister. 

"No, Francis," she replied quietly; "that man 
will not tell the police any r of Ins lies." 

" You believe that they are Hes^? " 

"Of Counsel "c Lady Panwin hesitated, then went 
on with more impetuosity than was consistent with 
her grim character. " I <>w,n, Francis, that when you 
fainted " * 

*M did not fomt,"\said Clar/ quickly. , 

When yqu nearly fainted,” corrected' Lady Pan- 
win quietly, " on the night Mr' Hallon announced 
his discovery of the bd0y, I fancied that a touch of 
General Harry Claim's insanity might have been 
inherited by you, and that in a moment of frenzy 
you might < have sltruqjc the blow. But Mr Hallon 
defended you." . n K 

• " Selitoa ! " Clair was on his feet, much offended 
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t>y tW ^imputation. “ hVkv could you think so 
badly of me. I would not kill a fly. As to General 
Clair's madness, there is no shance of my inheriting . 
that, I feel quite sane.*' . 

" I understand now— I did not then — thanks to 
Mr Hallon.** • • • 

" Will you explain exactly what you mean ? *' 

11 Later— later * Meamvjiile, there is no time to 
be losf in meeting any possible accusation brought 
by Count BezhoiT Francis, Mr Hallon is your 

iricnd* and my friend " 

11 And Dorothy's lover," snapped # Clair. “ Ijon't 
foi got* that, Selina." 

"1 do not, Fiancis. But your lesspr cause of 
vexation must be swallowed up m the 4 * greater." 

“ 1 don’t want Doiolhy to many Hallon. Do you 
hear, sir ? " This last remark wnfc to Percy. 

" I hear," answered fliat young gentleman, respect- 
fully* “ Bill as Doiotliy and 1 me devoted ttf one 
another jve intend#to*marry.' # ' . 

Clair looked angrily at fcinV annoyed by this quiet 
firmness, and appealed to his daughter. " Dorothy, 
will you go against Ay .washes ? " 

'‘I love him, father," she said, piteously; and 
seemed to think that the # statemqjit did away with all 
obstacles. • • 

" Francis " — it was ijidy Pan win who spoke—" as 
I whispered to you some lime back, we need all our 
friends at this juncture. Therefore, it is unnecessary 
for you to quart cl jvith Sir gallon. After all, he is 
a young mail, and your daughter a pretty girl. Do 
not exaggerate their natural affection fo* one another 
into a crime." , # 

"I don't ^approve of«fhc engagement/* said Clair, 
obstinately. “Moreover I certainly, should have 

been consulted." ' $ • 

" Pardtfn tue, sir* but I intended tq consult you 
this night, I said that befcxr%," remarked Hallon, 

spiritedly. . • * 

01 You might hfeve bepn sure that I sjiofild never* 
consent." ># • 

" Now r that Sir John Newby 1 i$ dead I see*no reason 
why you should no! consent, sir." * % • 

“ My daughter must marry a rich man." 
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“Nb, father!** cried Dorothy, irritated that she 
should be thus reduced„lo a puppet. “ 1 shall marry 
an honest man, and a man whom I love. You have 
money now, so I refuse to be sold. 1 * 

“ Child, do you dare to set your will against 
mine?** 

" Yes, father. 1 have no wish to quarrel, but I am 
a human being and not a doll* 'My life’s happiness 
is my own 'affair.’* 

" I wish you to be happy, Dorothy, but 

u Then permit, me, father, to choose a husband for 
mysielf.** 

“ Come! come!** cried Lady Panwin, sternly. 
“ This is ntfa the way to speak to your father. And 
you, Francis, have no right to coerce the girl into 
doing anything against her feelings. As to the 
marriage, that' must wait until you;, characater is 
cleared.* * 

*' My character is above reproach ! *• said Clair, 
indignantly. 

“ Now,** replied hts sister, with significance. 
,f But bow long will it rgmpjn so should Count 
Bezkoff tell this story to the world? ** 

“ Yon said yourself, Selina, that he would not tell 
Jhe police.’* 

“ I did- And I repeat wh*J- I said. Count Bezkoff 
is too much involved by hi 1 *, own confession with the 
Revolutionary Party in Russia to think of appearing 
even as a witness "in un English law court. But he 
is quit# capable of whispering to your detriment that 
you are the assassin of Sir John. And since you have 
had a legacy left to yon; since you were n§ar the 
Cuckoo’s Qrove about Ihc time the crime was 
committed; an<f sinoe the, b<kjy was hidden in the 
or^pt, people wifi begin to think that ♦here is some 
truth in iuk gossip.* - % * 

“ What is to be done, then, Selina ? ” asked Clair, 
sullenly, for he^saw that his sister was taking a 
.eommon -sense view 'of the case. t 

“ Leave it to Mr Hallon.” * 

4{ To me? ** cried Pbrcy, much astonished, 
“Y^/’ fc said Lady Pan win, imperiously. 44 Francis, 
* zpake a compact' with Mr Helton that he clears 
, jpemr name he shall marry Dorothy.' 
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*' Oh!” cried the girl, joyfully; for this was $ 
^elution of her matrimonial difficulty that she had 
ho t thought of. " Promiwh, father f ” 

’•Why should I? Why should I?" demanded 
Clair, angrily. 

Lady Panwin’s hand fell heavily r on his frail 
shoulder, ” To save yourself from arrest and to 
clear your name/’ she said, slowly, “ it is necessary 
that the assassin of Sir John should be discovered. 
That js no easy task;. It Mr Hallon will undertake 
the search, it is pnly fair that he, should be 
rewarded.*’ 

u P make no stipulation for reward,*’ said Percy, 
Quickly, and unwilling to thke advantage of tjlair’s 
difficulties i u Let me search for the assassin and put 
matters straight; then, if Mr Clair is, agreeable, I 
can many Dorothy. But I decline to have my 
marriage made contingent on ray success, or non- 
success.” 1 

This speech was "quite enough to arouse the 
doggedness of Clair’s nature, for, like the much 
quoted .Irishman^ he was always iu the opposition, 
” It is not fear you to say either the ’one thing or the 
otfier, Mr Hallon,” he declared, sharply. “ And my 
sister’s proposition -seems to be very sensible. Of 
course, 1 am perfectly innocent. Nevertheless, I do 
not conceal from mysel| that scandal may tarnish- my 
name. I am, therefore, w willing to make a compact 
with you. Bring the true assassin of my unfortunate 
friend to the gallows, r and you shall marry my 
daughter.” ^ 

Percy hesitated; Joeing averse to gaining a bride on 
such terms. But Dorothy looked at him imploringly ; 
and Lady Pan win raised her thick eyebrows, as 
though to say 6 that onlv -this method could he 
obtain hi spends. He4hetefdre accepted, and gave his 
hand to Jiis prospective- fathei -inJaw* ”1 agjee,” 
he said, sjiifcply. „ , 

f< Vcfy good.** Clair shook' hands |na pushed him 
away. ” Then you can kiss-my daughter as a sign 
that I agree to your engagement.” s 

Hallon thought that, this was an excellent idea, and 
sealed the compact with a vfarm kiss. 



CHAPTER 'XII* 


In this way the conduct of the case devolve^ on 
Halloif. After the inquest, both the London detective 
and inspector Trusk made various attempts to 
discover the truth, but failed to find the very 
slightest clue i'> the identity of Sir John’s assassin. 
Perhaps, as no leward had been offered, they did not 
strive very hard. It, had been expected that Richard, 
on returning from Russia, would give ajarge s^m of 
money to the man who hunted down the murderer o { 
his brother. Rut as Richard was not mentioned m 
the will, 'and was knowq to be dependent upon his 
secretaryship for bread, tlicrd was no chance of reward 
fiotu that quarter. Then the charitable societies, to' 
which the bulk of the millionaiie’s fortune had been 
left, plainly stated that they would do nothing tu 
avenge their benefactor. pin ally, the few legacies 
left to Mrs Broil and other old servants weie not 
ample enough to permit of money being promised to 
detectives. 

There remained Mr Clair.- As he inherited ‘two 
thousand^ a year, it seemed only just that he should 
try and buy th£ condemn Eition of this unknown 
assassin. Rut haying made his arrangement with 
Hallon, the squire did not piopoge to sfquander money 
on (Scotland Yard ^and -let this bf known. He desired 
to, sjJend his windfall on himself, and c\n 1 repairing 
the Manor. Slwanson, learning this, and not being 
prepared to wofk for fame, practically abandoned the 
case. Of course, ag a Government official he made a 
few languid attempts solve the mjrstery, but soon 
gave up all hope, seeing that the chase was likely i o 
be a long one, and V*<$uld not involve extra pay. 
Trusk, also; finding thht his industry would not be 

9 6 , « 
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sewardpc)* refused to cctaerti himself farther with 
the mystery, and it appeared as though the murder 
of Sir John Newby would be relegated to obscurity, 
and figure on that long list of crimes which have 
never been accounted for. Thus, Hall^n had a free 
field to work in, and could hope to arrive at the 
truth unhampered by interference, official or other-, 
wise. This pleased him not a little, as he wished, 
unaided, to bring th^ assassin to justice, and so 
honestly win Dorothy for his wife. - 
Count Bezkoff, escorted by Jules, the Manor butler, 
left the Manor within the hour, and caught the ten- 
thirty train to J/ondon. After a shtfrt interview, with 
Dorofhy, in which they renewed tbeii vows, Percy 
returned to the Minter establishment. he found 

Willy seated in the study, busy wfth her story. 
Billy, feeling tired after a long day* in the open, had 
retired, to bed. The midnight hofir begets confidence, 
and, moreover, Willy* bling sharp, and a woman, 
was? likely 1 ' Jo be of great use. Percy, thefefore, 
smoked#a final pipe before g;oing to bed, and. told her 
of Bezkoff’s arrival, of lps accusation, and detailed 
, the compact which Mr Clair had made with him. 
Will}* listened athntfvelj- to her friend, and then gave 
her opinion. 

“ The first thing yo^i liave J:o‘ do is to see Mrs 
Broil in Sir John’s I,ond6n house.” • 

*' What foi * ” askeer Percy, doubtfully •“ She is 
not likely to know anjdfiing of the matter ” 

“ 4)11 the contrary, sh£ is likely to know a great 
deal. She must* Jc.no w on, what terms Richard was 
with his biother.” , , » 

" What has that to do with the murder? ” 

• “ Well,” said. Willy, cjosging her legs and select- 
ing a cigarette, “ from what Count *BezkofT says, 
it appears, that politico are inix&l up with this crjme. 
Richard is plainly in Sir John’s confidence, else ie 
would not have been sent to Russia. jLssume, for the 
sake of argument, that Riclfiird and John were not 
on good terms, the 3'ounger brother mighf have 
utilised this revolutionary business to get Sir John 
pfit out of the way.” ## 

“Seeing tljgt Richard is rfot. mentioned "in the will, 
that would be against his own interests.’* % • 
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• 44 It looks like it But/ then, you have to find out 
if Richard knew of the tejfns of toe will* % Again; 
Mrs Broil may be aware of Something connected with 
the Russian affairs likelv to reveal if Sir John was 
’in danger of assassination.” 

“ You think that the murder may be a political 
one? ” 

• 44 Perhaps. Anything is possible in Anarchistic 
politics.” 

44 But,” argued Hallon, 44 that rtiote which lured 
Sir John to t§e Grove had to do with Richard.” 

44 It had, and suggested, on the face of it, that 
Richar/1 was a shady character. Again, Richard is 
involved, you see. 

44 But not as an active conspirator to murder his 
brother. That^ction is plainly against his interests, 
as I stated before.” * 

44 On the face of it, yes. But remember that we 
don’t know about Richard’s .past life. There may be 
something in that which he did not Wish Sir Tohn 
to know, and, therefore, when $ir John, did know — 
and he might have learn* it in th£ Cuckoo’s Grove 
from the person who sent ' that note — Richard may 
have wanted his twin out of the way.” 

Hallon remonstrated. ”1 lou building up 

theories out of nothing.” 

44 Well,” said Willy, staring into the fireless grate, 
44 it looks like that, I confess The whole thing is 
a mystery to me. Apparency, from what you say, 
Mr Clair is innocent in spite of my suspicions and 
Count Bczkoff’s accusation. „ If he were guilty, he 
certainly would not ask yeu to look into the case. I 
think ydd had better begin by learning all you can of 
Sir John’s past life from Mrs Broil, and also she may be 
able to tell you about Richard’s doings* Then there is' 
the knife with which the crime 'was committed.” 

Hallon nodded. 41 A noticeable knife, ^ he ad- 
mitted ; €t kml .of bowi^. The handle, with rits red 
and black bands, makes it a weapoif not easy to forget 
if once sedri?” 

41 Arid yet,” said Willy slowly, 41 1 have seen it, 
arid in Mr Clair’s hand*” 

Percy jumped 'up*<, *! f Good heavens! Where? 
When?” 
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^ ” I think, but ll am sure that tjie handle 

dwells in my _|ecoUecfton. I have thought and 
thought, but I cannot remember.” 

" 1 wish you could,” urged Halloa, eagerW* 
"That would r be a great help, you know. Think, 
Willy, think. Did you see it at the Manor ? ” 

" No. Ana yet Mr Clair held it in hi^ hand." * 
"Who was present when he did so?” asked 
Halhm, striving®to revive the links in her chain of 
memory. J 

'♦Sir John was present — yes, he was certainly 
present ! ” Willy stared into vacancy, as * though 
trying to conjure up the forgotten scene befbre her 
mind's eye, which was exactly what she was 
attempting to do. * 

" And Dorothy? ” 

" No.” 

"Billy?*; • • 

•" Yes. He laughed at Mrs Broil. Ah ^ flash 
of memory* came and went — " she was in the room. 

I remember that much. Bjlly laughed at ihe idea of 

Mrs Broil fighting, and~aud ” Willy stopped with 

her mouth open. .* 

" Mrs Broil* fighting? Why should Mrs Broil 
fight ? ” 

Miss Minter rose Anri strifck her hands together ' 
with a triumphant lcrt>k in her eyes. " I # know now; 
it all conies back to me. Billy and I went up to * 
London with Mr Clair. Dototny could not come 
because she liadk a headache. Wo called on *Sir John. 
He was in his \tudy wfth Mrs Broil, and she was 
describing a fight in the slums?. You know, she 
goes to the slums.” 

"No, I dofi’t. \yhy*dd^s she go? t ” 

" Oh, ^he’s mad on' philanthropy.” 1 
" Mrs'Broll,” saicT Hallon, drily, "does not*sVike 
me a woman .likely to help the poor." 

"You wrong her there/’ said *’WiJhr t who was 
quite pleased at the sudden revival of ner ^memory, 

44 She is really very kind to*thc poor, and Sir John 
^encouraged her kindfiess. There* is a slum in White- 
chapel— a pet slum of Mas* ^roll's. , On this day— in 
the morninfc — she was there* and a man w^s fighting 
with hi» wife^' He .was a Swedish sailor, and not ■ so 
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strong as„ his wife, a greatibrawny woman. v As the* 
sailor was getting the woraf of the fight he drew the 
knife, and Mrs Broil sj&atched it away from him. 
She brought it home in triumph, and was telling Sir 
John of her adventure when I entered with Billy and 
Mr Clair. We heard the story, and Mr t Clair took up 
the knife ahd looked at it. I remember quite well, 
because Billy called Mrs Broil by the name of 
Penthesilea, which annoyed heiV* f 

“ Are you &ure that it was the same knife? ” 

“ Absolutely ! The handle struck me as so strrnge 
— red and black bauds alternately. Of course, there 
may b£ another knife of that description ; but it does 
not seem likely.” 

“What became of the knife?” 

“ I can’t tell yon. Mr Clair laid it down on the 
t desk, and then Mrs Broil, offended with Billy, left 
the room. 1 never set eyes <sn the knife again until 
I found it in the wood, and then its appearance only 
stirred up a vague recollection <vf { st?ein£ Mr, Clair 
holding if. You have glided me to remember the 
whole scene ” 

“If what you sav N correct — <” 

“ It is. I swear it is! ” said Willy, quickly. 

“ Then, the knife having been in Sir John’s 
possession, he might have brought it down to Beltan 
himself, fo£ protection.” t - 

Willy shook her head. “I* can’t see that, Peicy,” 
she reinarktd. “ Why should Sn John have carried 
such a weapon ? ” *' * 

“ He niflv have known whom he toas to meet, and 
so have been afraid.” 

“You forget,” said Willy, wisely, “ t the letter was 
anonymous ”, 

“ Sir John might haw known ,.the writing 1 ?” 

Perhaps. And' yet it does not seem passible ” — 
Miss Minter hermit a ted — “ it is not probable* that 
Mr Clair took itf” she ended, nervously. 

“ No/’ rejoined Hallon, positively. “ f Whosoevcr 
is guilty, Mr Clair mu< be innocent. -The very fact 
that Bezkoff accuses., him ^makes me believe that he 
did not murder Sir Johfc. ‘'Bezkoff,” repeated Percy, 
frownipg,^ “ was, -according to his own shewing, 
a 'friend of Sir John’s. Wliaf if he stole the 
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• knife, having adbess tdtthe study, and was himself 
the X he speaks of. njien all would be 'accounted 
for.” % 

44 Save the fact that Count Bezkoff accuses Mf 
Clair, ** said Willy. 44 He would not risk doing that 
if he were guilty.’* 

44 He would for money, which means Snuch to hj& 
party. These Russian people stick at nothing. 
Then*, again, Richard .might have taken the knife.’* 
Willy shook her head again. 44 Richard is in 
Russia. He could not have committed the crime.” 
"Tie may have given tb^ knife # to someone” 

44 We are arguing in a circle,”" said Miss Minter, 
with a weary air, and glancing at the clock. 44 I say 
again, what I said before, that it will^ be best for you 
to go to* London and see Mrs Broil* how that you 
know about the knife, it is mor^ important than ever 
that you should see Jiej, and learn if she missed it* 
from the study.” , 

Percy stretched .himself. 44 All right/* he said, 

41 1*11 go up to-rtiorrow." • • 

4i Do you know Sir J<thn # by sight? ** asked Willy' 
after a pause. # 

44 Did I know him, # you mean, since he is dead, 
poor wretch/* said Hallon. 44 Well, yes. I saw him 
twice or thrice here. A^heavy^ red-faced man, clean- 
shaven, who always wore grey clothes and a wlfite 
waistcoat. Why do you. ask ? ** * 

44 Because his brother Richard, is exactly the same 
in Iboks. If Richard has come back you will be aide 
to recognise hinfrfrom thin description. Red-faced, 
burly, and prosperous-looking. Only Ridhattl usually 
^wears black clothes and never a white waistcoat. I 
‘suppose Sir John thought that there. was a chance of 
a mistake being m^de about* them, *and so made 

Richard drgss differently. Well ' • * 

44 I 'll. go to town to-morroiy,” said *P£rcy, yawnifig. 

44 When I return *IT1 tell ypu everything Mrs ’Broil 
tells me.** t 

. This beiirg settled, Hallon i^etir^d to bed, and f$ll 
asleep immediately. The case gt present was so 
confusing that he did not tfieh to muddle his brain 
further over* so inexplicable *a problem.* When he 
heard whjt M rjf BrolJ had to say about the Knife, he 
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would then, perhaps, be ablefto advance. At present 
, there was ‘no due. £ 

Next day Percy went up to London by the* ten- 
fifty-five and reached Fenchurch-street shortly after 
twelve o’clock. ** He then took the Underground to 
South Kensington, and sought the house of the 
millionaire. ‘It was a handsome residence on Camden 
Hill, situated in a large garden, shut out from the 
roadway by high walls of red brick, A ring at the 
door brought n footman, and Percy learnt that Mrs 
Broil was within. He sent his card to her by the 
man, and shortly was conducted to the drawing-room. 
This somewhat surprised Hallon, as he fancied that 
Mrs Broil would have received him in her own 
apartment. But he presumed that until the executors 
settled her late" master’s affairs, she considered she 
had a right to the entire mansion. 

1 In a few minutes Mrs Broil came mincing into the 
splendid room, dressed gaudify as usual 1 ! She bad 
even discarded the crape-fringed ^ shawl .which had 
marked her sorrow for Sir John, and* was arrayed in 
a yellow gown trimmed with green, and fitting tight 
to her -spare figure. Her cap — she wore an early 
Victorian cap— was of white lace, intertwisted with 
blue ribbons, and adorned with paste stars. Round 
her thin neck dangled two gold chains with large 
lockets attached, and lengthy earrings depended from 
her ears. Finally, she had §ve or six bracelets on 
her skinny wrists, and wore red mittens. In this 
gorgeous and wholly unsuitable garb she looked like 
an old parrot, and when *slie greyed her visitors 
screeched ‘like one, with the usual upthrow of the 
hands. 

" Oh, Mr Hallon, how are you, sir? ” she cried, 
with her black* eyes twinkling and shewing most of 
her teeth. M I am glad to sec you, sir, though I 
should be glac^ to know why you have tome here. 
But, then, I do know. Oh, yes, I know, sir. There’s 
no deceiving me. But how news travels so quickly 
I can’t tell.” • 

* What news? ” asked Hallon, stiffly. 

" Joyful news, the vqiy f best news. And yet ' 
her thin mouth took on a sorrowful twist — u sad 
news to ifae, who* nursed them both.” * 



THE BEVIVS VA.CE X0J 

, * , 

Hallon wondered if sue had been drinking, as, in 

spite of her gay dress, liter eyes were red, and she 
apparently was trying to cheerful under difficulties# 
" Are* you alluding to * Sir Johi^? ” he asked, 
puzzled. 

" And to Richard, who was my favourite. But fye 
is gone." 

"Richard? You mejpoi Sir John! " 

Mrs Broil heafd a sound at the dyw, and spun 
round like a teetotum to face it. "Judge for your- 
sdf* sir. Here he is! ” 

The door opened, and Peilcy started to his with 
an •exclamation. And well he might, for on the 
threshold he beheld — Sir John Newby J 



CHAPTER' X1IT 


For the first and last time in his life Percy 
experienced that uncanny feeling described in the 
Book ot Job : “ Then a spirit passed before* my 
face; the hair of my flesh stood up.” So unexpected 
was the sight Vf Sir John Newby that the young man 
verily believed for the moment that the dead had 
returned. Mrs Broil 1 burst out laughing at his con- 
sternation, like the old witch fthe \\as,tand clapped 
hei skinny hands together. 

“Back from the giave! Back* fi^un the grave! ” 
n shrieked i\lrs Bioll. x' ( 

Sir John might well have returned therefrom, for 
in j>lace of being the stout,*, rud-facod, prosperous 
speculator whom Hal Ion knew, he was pale and 
wiinkled, bent, and somewhat lean. His clothes — 
stiQ the grey suit and white waistcoat which he 
invaiiably r wore— hung on hi£ shrunken frame in 
loose bags, and even while lit* looked on his visitor's 
scaled face a nervous tremor seized him, which* he 
found hard to repress. In fadi, tlie rt .’hole appearance 
of the millionaire was that of a man who had 
sustained a severe shock. 

“ You are sm prised, Mr H^llon,” he remarked, with^ 
a ghost of a, smile, ana the ghost of his former 
strong voice. , r , \ 

“ I can't Relieve that it is you, Sir John," 
stammered Percy. * t 

*‘ We were not very well acquainted,” said Newby, 
drily, and walked .slowly to a near armchair, into 
which he sank with a "sigh of relief. *“ You can go, 
Martha,” said he to Mcp, Broil. 

The formed nurse ana present housekeeper hastily 
arranged i soihe cushions to mak^e her master's 
seat easier. 
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* “Let*me get you a sin of port wine," she croaked 
co-axingly. 41 1 don’t wank you to die on nfy hands, 
now that you are back, wer^and strong. 0 

“ There is no chance of my dying now/' returned* 
Newby significantly. “ The thunderbolt does not 
fall twice in the same place.* * 

This enigmatic utterance seemed to • puzzle Mrs 
Broil. “ You never tohl me that you were struck by 
lightning, sir,** she ok claimed. 

A faint smile illuminated the tired# face of the 
millionaire, but lie did not explain his parable. 
44 You can go, Martha,” he .said again, # 

1 V>h ! ** screeched Mrs Broil, with an imltgnant 
glance at Ilallon. “ If your fond and faithful nurse 
i.s to be shut out from your confidence for a mere 
strangei— — ” * * 

44 There, there! I have U;ld you everything, 
Martha, aiu^- — ” • * 

!* Of course you have,** interrupted the old woman, 
who would* not be* put down. “When I saw you 
late la^t night elite: tin ^ house, looking tn^re like a 
corpse than a living man* and when I hEatd the* 
dreadful news of — 

This time Nev\b} r interrupted, and very sharply. 

“ Be silent ! You presume too much. Go, when 
1 tell you ! “ • , • 

Mrs BroU tossed «her gaily-decorated head, find 
shewed her many teeth in an mipleasaflt manner. 
Bu^a glance at Sir John's white, haggard face shewed 
that slu* had reached the limit of Ins endurance. <Sh e 
therefore withdrew, muttering, and shot a Parthian 
arrow as she opened the door. • • • 

44 Richard would never have treated his Martha 
in so brutal it wav** she ^snapped, and disappeared. 

“ Tlies<? women — these women ! ** groaned Newby,, 
with a faint smile. • 41 I have turned lfiy old •muse 
into a# tyrant, by too great affectjpi#.” • 

Hallon did not* answer. Jfe still siared at the man 
who had returned from the grave, and still wondered 
— rather fbolh^hly — if the millionaire was ffesh and 
blood, or merely* a ghost. Sir John saw the woriSer 
expressed on the young, •man’s face„ and smiled 
again. • * v • 

44 Yotudid M?t expect to find me litre,. Mr ‘Hallon ? 
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he remarked, and pointed to a seat rear at 
band. / 

Percy sat down very * thankfully. “No. Your 
body — / 

u Not my* body, Mr Hallon.” 

11 Then that of your double. ” 

. ,# Quite so And, remember, that I have a double,” 
aaid Newby, slowly. 

Hallon started, as the meaning of this speech 
dawned on him. 44 Your twin-brother Richard! ” he 
gasped. 

14 Yes. He is the one who has been murdered.* 

14 How stupid ofhne began Hallon, wondering 

why he had not recollected the likeness between' t^e 
twins at this particular moment. 

Sir John mistook his meaning. 11 No,*' he 
interrupted, quickly, 44 you were not stupid to think 
dhat the murdered inan was myself, seeing that 
Richard exactly resembled me in look#, and wore 
■similar ” clothes to mine. My grey suit, and white 
waistcoat ,and slouch hat are so weK known rn the 
City, and, I may say, out' of H. that the mistake was 
perfectly excusable. Rut here I am in my own proper 
body, and there are my clothes, so J r ou may be certain 
that I am — I, which is rather a Shakespearean way 
of putting it.” 

44 I did not exactly mean Yhat,” protested Percy. 
44 But only -for the moment, seeing that you are alive, 
I wondered who had been killed an your place.” 

44 Are you sure that Richard was killed in \ny 
place? ” asked Newby, significantly^’ 

44 I awa(t to hear your explanation of that, Sir 
John.” 

44 Why should I give i f *o you, Mr Hallon ? ” 
Tetorted the millionaire, with a piercing loo 1 ". 

44 Oh, there is nc positive reason why you should. 
And yet, I came up here, on behalf of Mr Clair, to 
learn, if possible, who had murdered you, and why? ” 

44 Does Mr Clair take sfo much interest in me as 
all that? 0 ” 

Hallon shrugged his ^square shoulders. 41 Natur- 
ally. Mr Clair is one <. hi your best friends and 
inherits two thousand a yc£r. 

44 Ah4 There*’ was a world oft meaning in 
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Newby's tone. " X feat that Mr Clair will have "to 
give up that income, ^seeing that I am alive. I< 
returned here last night, \nd have already communi- 
cated with tny lawyer, with Scotland Yard, and with 
the Press. By this evening it will known that I 
am alive, and that mv twin-brother is the murdered 
man” ~ * # * 

11 Well," said Percy, half to himself, u I might 
have guessed Ae truth from the faot of the silver 
watch/* w 

* 4 What's that? " asked Newby quickly, 

"On the corpse was* found a silver* watch," 
# e£ plained Hallon, " and as Mr Clair said that you 

"possessed a gold one " 

" Like this ? ** Newby whipped *a massive gold 
watch out of his waistcoat pocket and shewed it to 
Percy. • 

44 Exactly. W T ell, tltcn, from the fact of the watch 
t>f the d<^id man being silver I might have guessed 
that* the body # w;& not yours." 

444 In spite," said Si£ John, leaning his^in on hjs 
hand and looking keenly at his visitor — 44 in spite of 
the fact that Rieliard was masquerading in my 
clothes, and had letters addressed to me in his 
pockets? " 

44 You seem to £i*ow all about the matter, Si/ 
John?** • . 

44 Of course. I reatl all the papers.** 

~ 44 Why did you not come forward and Teveal 
yourself?” \ * 

44 1 could not, because ljut tjhy # " — Sir John 

broke off and arose — 44 why should I confide in you, 
Mr Hallon?,*’ # 

Percy rose in his turn. 44 There, is absolutely no 
reason, why you should, Sif John," he said, politely. 
41 f # camt here with the intention of ^elping Mr. Clair. 
But now that* I find yoft aie alive I will take my 
leave, and return to inform those* at the Mdnor that 
your brother Richard was the yietkn." • 

44 One molnent,** # said th£ millionaire as the young 
man walked towards the # door; "tell me how Miss 
Clair toctfc the news of *ray supposed Meath ? ** 

"She waj sorry, of course,* \sa id* Percy, shortly, 
and flushing. • 
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" H’m ! ' She would haw* been sorry for a dog’s 
death. And yet I had hor€d to make her love me.” 
. Hallon was about to say that Dorothy loved him, 
but refrained. Until he knew more it would be better 
to hold his tongue. The fact of Newby being alive 
altered circumstances. And now that Mr Clair was 
deprived of his income he might be again anxious 
to secure it in another way-*-tbat t is, by Dorothy’s 
marriage to Itewby. 

14 I bid you good-day, Sir John,” he said, opening 
the door, ” and I congratulate you on your escape.” 

44 From what? ” "asked *Newby, coldly. 

41 From death.” 

” Ah ! you forget that mv brother was murdered.” 

44 Oh, no. PmChe was killed in mistake fttr you.” 

** How can you be sure of that ? ” said Sir John, 
quickly, ' # 

Percy looked surprised. 44 Seeing that vom brother 
was so like you in looks, and wort;, similar clothes, 1 
presume tljat the assassin stabbed hint in mistake .for 
you.” c * 

y It might be so,” muttered Newby, turning to the 
window and thrusting his labge’ hands into his 
pockets. 

Hallon made no replja It struck him as strange 
that *Sir John should appear to be so ignorant, since 
he assuredly had been near the place where the 
tragedy was committed, and at the very hour of tjic 
murder. And why Rielnod Newbv, who had been 
supposed to be in Russia, sjvjulcl haW* preceded^. John 
to the Cuckooes Grove was a question which only 
the elder twin could answer, especially when Richard 
Newby had been masquerading in his brother’s 
clothes. However, as tjie millionaire did not seem 
inclined* to be * communicative, TMIon judged it best 
to return to Holt ton, and inform Dorothy of this revival 
of the difficultv which liat'j hitherto prevented thcii 
marriage. Without further words he was about to 
withdraw/ when Newby stopped him. 

” (Some back and sit down, Mr- Hallon,” he said, 
without turning, 44 From <vfbat 1 read in the news- 
papers you wcie the person who found the body in 
the crypt.” 1 / V 

“ I and Miss Clair found the body.” N 
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# “ WJiat were#y ou ^'nd # Miss^Clair doing in the 

CTypf? ** asked Sir John, with a* frown. . 

Hallon stiffened. “ AsWou will not be frank with 
me, Sir John, you will paidon my saying that I see 
no reason why I should be frank with you. Mis& 
Clair herself will explain. ” # 

“ I can't £0 down to see Miss Clair until to- 
morrow,* ' said Newby, biting his fingCrs, irritably, 

H The report of my supposed death lias made such a 
stir that 1 have itiucH to do to put things right again. 
Also, I have to learn who killed Richard.** 

Don't you know? *’ asked Hallon, involuntarily* 

(t No,** Newby wheeled cound.« ” Do you? ** 

‘•Of course not,’* rejoined the young man, Warmly. 

I came here hoping, for the sake of Mr Clair, to 1 
trace the assassin, who murdered — J thought, as we 
all thought — yoei. Now that I find you are alive, of 
coiu.se everything is altered.” • 

“ Quite s*>. By the way, you talk of helping M? 
Clair. In wliat way ? ’* . 

“ J\£r Clair i% accused of having murdered you.** 
Newby raised his thick Vhite eyebrow's. V/ Indeed ! 
And by whom.** * ^ 

“ A Russian called Count Bczkoff, who ** 

Newby grew violently red. “ Do you mean to say 

that he dares to — to Oh ** — lie clenched his 

hands — " wliat a vill&in ! And do you believe this 9 
accusation, Mr Halldh? ** # * 

“ Certainly not,” rejoined Percy, promptly. 41 And • 
Count Bezkoff declares that a spy saw Mr Clair 
strike the blowjJ* • * 

“Affgh! ** Newby wi^>ed the perjjpiration from 
his wrinkled brow, and took a turn up and down the 
room. Finally lie stopped abruptly before the young 
man, who was stilU standing near the; half-open door, 
with ttye handle pi his h&nd. # “ Close it,** said 
Newby, sharply, “ and sit down. J *hall tdlf.you 
what nas happened. You*may as* well know, since 
it will appear in the evening papers.** • 



CHAPTER XIV 

*- * i* 1 

Curious to leakn what he could, Peicy resumed his 
seat, but left it to vSir John to begin the conversaticu, 
44 I see you know a great deal of the inward 
workings of this case? ” said Newby. 

Oh, no! ” Hallon disclaimed the responsibility 
promptly. 41 1 happened to be on the spot when the 
body of your brother was discovered, and "also I 
heard Count BezkofTs accusation. But I know 
nothing else. I should think that you,* Sir John, 
would bs the most likely person to solve the mystery 
of your brother’s death, since you were in, the 
Cuckoo’s <>rove shortly after seven, when the crime 
-^-accordiifg to the medical evidence — was committed/ 1 
Newby threw up his hands. 44 1*11 tell you what I 
told the reporters of the papers/* be said, harshly, 
44 and you can judge for yourself. You remember 
'that letter found on my 'brother body ? ” 

44 Yes. It was addressed to you, and hinted at 
some disgrace connected with your brother/’ 

44 Exactly. Now this, Mr Hallon, I did not tell 
the reporters. My brother was a scamp, and had 
forged my name to several bUls. I warned him- that 
I knew, and seflt him to Russia on private business/’ 
44 Connected with Count Bezkoff, and his revolu- 
tionary schemes ? ” a f 

44 I decline to fell you '•that/’ retorted Newbjy, with 
emplutsii. 44 I* said that I sent him on private 
business.” * * 

44 1 beg your pardon, Sir . John. Continue, please/’ 
44 Instead of going to Russia — and this, Mr Hallon, 
is what I ’told the reporters — Richard went to Beltan 
in response to that letter/’^ 

44 How did he get it, s&ang that it was addressed 
to you? ( ” 
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“ ItiShard was any secretary and opened my letters. 
Finding that one he, naturally, dia not £hew it to 
me, since it hinted at funder rascalities cm his part, 
but went down to meet the person who wrote tt. I 
can't say who the person was." • 

"But why in your clothes? " 

** I can't explain that, either, Mr Hatton. But my 
nurse, Mrs Broil, or, rather, 1 should say my house- 
keeper saw th« anonymous letter, *and thinking 
Richard might come to harm — she dotes on him, 1 
may tell you, or rather, did, since he is dead — she 
urged me to go also to th^ Cuckoo's Grove. *1, there- 
-foae, left my portmanteau at the Beltan Station, 
intending to return for it, and walked to the Cuckoo's 
Grove. # By the stile I found the body* of my brother, 
dressed in my clothes, which ho ha*d taken from this 
house. He was dead, having been stabbed in the 
back. I w#s horrified, .as you may imagine, and was 
about to run back to the village and give the alarm, 
wheij a s ^ c k wa8 > thrown over my head an*d I was 
bound hand arfd foot." • * 

" Who by ? " • # % 

“ That I can't fcell you — the sack was over my head. 
A hand was thrust under it and a gag was placed in 
my mouth. Then 1 was dragged into the underwood, 
and remained there 4qr houi*s. loiter — when it was* 
dark, as I surmised^ for I could See nothing by reason 
of the sack — food and. drink were given*me, and the 
fpg was removed. I did not eat, but being 
desperately thirsty I drank the wine which was thrust 
into «my hand5. It wfts apparently drugged, for I 
remember no more until I found mjteelf'in a small 
bare room in Soho." 

" How dfd you kftoW it was in Soho?" asked 
Hallon* quickly. 4 

"I found that Rut afterwards, wh#n I gat* away. 
I never saw those who h^3 kidnapped me. Fodd and 
drink, and the papers containing* an account of the 
case, were thrust into my room, but those who 
placed tnenuthere never appealed. You m&y imagine 
my feelings, Mr H&llon, at reading my own obituary, 
and knowing that I was* lfu inhered mth the dead. 1 
tried to %scape, but could not, for the window was 
barred an<j/the door was locked. Late kfet night. 
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however, I found th^ door had ? been heft open. » I, went 
out and found the house deserted. I then walked 
home, and Mrs Broil looked after me. This morning: 
I sent for the police and others, and told them what 
I told you. It is my intention to tiy and find the 
house in Solio, and then I may learn why I was kid- 
napped, and f why my brother was murdered. Also, 1 
may find out why". I was allowed to escape, for 
undoubtedly the door was intentionally left .open. 
The whole th?v.ig is a mystery to me.” 

u In one resj>ect it is to me,” said Hallon, won- 
dering at this queer histoiy ” I believe that £ou 
were kidnapped by* revolulionary people, seeing that 
Bezkoff confessed that a spy followed you. But when 
you were in the,ir power, I can't understand why they 
should have let you go without getting money out of 
you.” 

” I see your point." I can only suppose that, as 
Richard was mistaken for me, 1 was mistaken for 
Richaid; and that those who kidi^tppcd me, whoso- 
ever they yverc, finding that I was fohe wiong ' man, 
Jet me g^when they realised their mistake But as I 
tell you, Mr Halloa, 1 saw no one, I was asked no 
questions, my money was left untduched, and I was 
treated fairly well, considering.” 

, ” But the drugging ? ” 

M That was necessary, seeiiigj that I had to be 
removed from Beltan to Lon, ion. Had I my senses I 
should not have gone quietly. However, I have 
told you my story. What do you think ? ” ^ 

11 It is strange, and I b rieve it ITas to do t with 
Russia. PrabaWy you were tequired to supply money. 
Indeed, Bezkoff says so.” 

“ Then why- -if my kidnappers were Russian — why 
did they not ask me f or r money ? 1 Why keep out of 
my way? Why let me go wilLout attaining any 
possible end? 

Perry # shruggedJ his shoulders again. " I can’t 
say. I am quite bewildered,” he remarked. 

<f Well, 1 * said Sir John, setting his jajv firmly, “ I 
intend to rise all the money I< can to learn who 
kidnapped me, and 4 murdered my unfortun- 
ate brother. HI} never many 1 ' until 3 dearo the 

truth.” 4 * '' ( V 
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Halfon rose. “ And* perhaps ‘you may mot marry 
then," he said, coldly. \ 

“ Oh, yes. Miss Clair ft to be my wife." 

“ I think not. She is engaged to^me." 

“ To you?" Sir John flushed a deep red, then 
laughed harshly. " 1 think not, Mr IJallon. Wh$n 
I was dead you might have had a chance, but now 
that I am alive and Mi; Clair loses his income, he will 
be oh my side, # believe me. If he dclks not support 
me " He hesitated. 

* What then?" asked Hallon, calmly, although 
his heart beat rapidly. * • * # 

0 Then 111 ruin her father." 

* "You shall not! " # 

41 I shall. I have a mortgage om the Manor. I'll 
foreclose, and turn Clair out of doors " 

“You shall *not ! " said Hallbn, determinedly. 41 1J 
you harm Mr Clair, of trouble his daughter, T shall 
bring liotnp the crime to you." • 

“C«o! " said # Ne\vhy. violently; and without 
another word Hallon vgpnt* S $ • 

He returned to Bcltan, somewhat surprised at the 
rather calm way •in which Sir John had taken his 
threat. Instead of turning pale, or aiguing the 
matter, or even denying the accusation, he had , 
simply ordered him * to go.* Percy had mad^ the 
accusation more in desperation than for any possible 
reason, since he coifld conceive no motive why ’ 
Newby should murder his brother. But .now 
that the millionaire \Va^ so apparently prepared to 
be charged with the crime— for if hr had not he 
certainly would have been aghast and angered — 
Hallon began to wonder jf his chance shot had hit 
the mark. • 

It wa§ # assuredly strange tftat both brothers # should 
have goud to Beltan, and to exactly ijie same place, 
and dressed in similar clothes. Or course, ttye hint 
given by Mrs Broil to Sir Jbhn explained his presence 
m the Grove; but why should* Richard have gone 
there in masqflei;ade costume f And that disguise4iad 
•evidently been carefully prepared. The dress, the 
hat, the letters, all belon£e<f to Newby* apd only the 
silver waten had hinted at the real identity- of the 
dead nfan. «Certaifl1y no one, not even Trask ’ or j 
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c Swanson, had found that watch a clue to the true 
qame of the dead, altho^h both had entertained 
suspicions. But nbw that Sir John was alive the 
interest in the tase would be revived, and the truth 
might be arrived at. Swanson would doubtless be 
employed by 'the millionaire to learn who had killed 
Richard. At , least, Sir John had hinted at his deter- 
mination to olist the services of the police and to 
give a reward' Were he guilty, he certainly would 
not act in that way; and here, as Hallon thought, 
was a new element of perplexity. 

However, there was nothing to be done save to tell 
Clair that Newby was alive, and that his inherited 
income was lo& N Hallon felt, like Othello, that his 
occupation was gone. To gain the hand of Dorothy, 
jhe had undertaken to find Newby's murderer. Now 
he had discovered, at the outset, that t Newby was 
alive, and still anxious to marry Dorothy. And fiom 
what Hallon knew of Mr Clair's weak character, he 
^foresaw >?iat the chance of making flhe girl his wife 
was retnote. Lady Pan win 'might still continue to 
be his friend. But she was as anxious as her brother 
to rebuild the ruined fortunes of the Clair family, so 
possibly Lady Panwin would go over to the enemy. 
“ I am returning with my tail between my legs,” 
said Percy ^ bitterly, to himself,, as he alighted at the 
Beltan Station. ” Now that Mr Clair's reputation 
is safe, and a millionaire's son-in-law is m the field, 
1 may whistle for my bride.' V ^ 

To his Relight, he found ifoat Dorothy was spending 
the day with Willy Mintet. Billy had gone for a 
run in his beloved motor-car, and the two girls were 
seated on the tiny lawn drinking afternoon tea and 
talking of their futurer Willy saw nothing ahead of 
her" but e^lastmg communion with .Billy; but 
Dorothy, as a prospective bride, had a more interest- 
ing time to come. Whjpn Hallon n appeared at the 

f ate with his bag, looking mournful and somewhat 
U 5 ty— for he had %alked from the station — Dorothy, 
rose with a cry, and flew to him. 

“ My darling, how glad I am to see you ! she 
said, taking' the bag and kissing him. t" How tired 
you look, poor thing! Quick, 'VV’illy^ send .for some 
more tea. Percy, sit down here.” Sifts pressed him 
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# into a .comfortable basket chair. | ,r How surprised 1 
am—iud Bow delighted ! ” • 

" But why did you comeback ? ” asked Willy, who 
stood with the tea-pot in one hand, an empty plate 
in the other, and with an amazed face,* " We thought 
you would be ki hondon for days, hunting out the 
truth.” . # • 

11 The unexpected has* happened,” said Percy, 
mournfully. . / 

" It usually ddes,’* said Willy, sigT&lling to her 
small maid-servant, who had come out to see if the 
ladies wanted anything. " And the unexpected in 
this case is not very pleafcant, ,Judging from your 
downcast looks. Well? ” 

•Hallon looked after the retreating * form of the 
maid, who had gone to brew fresh tea and cut more 
bread and butter. Waiting until'she was out of ear- 
shot, he hurle'd his bomb. "*Sir John Newby is# 
alive!” • * 

Dorothy shrieked, and fell back into a chair? Willy 
gasped* but ke^t Tier balance. It was W T illy, the 
strong-minded, who fir.st • spoke. "You "Vaust be* 
crazy, Percy! ” 

" I have had sufficient to make me crazy, my dear 
girl. To see a man alive when you saw him dead 
is not pleasant.” 

" What nonsense! ff*Sir John was dead, how .can 
he be alive? ” • • 

" I never said that h tr was dead.” 

" But, Percy,” cried Dorothy, sitting bolt upright 
and leaning forward, tvitji her hands grasping the 
arms of her chair, “ I saw him dead! • 

" You saw his brother Richard,” said Percy, 
•grimly. # # . 

" Impossible! Bichard, according to Mrs Broil, 
and that/Count Bezl§off yon told me ahput, wgnt to 
Russia,” stid Miss Min ter, weakly. w • 

"He 4 should have gone there, buf he preferred to 
come to Beltan.” • 

41 Why? ” # 

" I can*t tell you-j-no mot% than I can say Why 
Ridmrd masqueraded as Sir* John, or why he was 
killed.” • . 

The girls looked at one another and gasped again. 
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As* yet they could jot realisd the surprising news. 
Dorothy waited until the maid had come and gone 
again! and then spoke, while? Willy poured out a fresh 
c # up of tea for each. They* felt that they wanted a 
stimulant. “ If Sir John is alive,” said Dorothy, in 
a small, frightened voice, “ father loses his income.” 

** Yes,” assented Percy, with a groan. “ But he 
cdn get it aghin when you become Lady Newby.” 

“ I would rather die ! ” cried the girl, jumping up. 

u Don’t bejylly, Dorothy! said *Willy, in rather 
a cross voice. “ See ! you have spilt your tea. Sir 
John won’t bother you any more.” 

,f Yes • he will,” * said ..Hallon, gloomily. “ He 
expressed his intention of again proposing to 
Dorothy.” 

” 1 won't let him! ” said the girl, determinedly, 
and sat down again. 

“ I tell you Sir John won’t bother you again,” said 
tVilly once more. “Can’t • you see, - Percy? If 
Richard* is dead, his brother must have killed him. 
Remember the red-banded knife it) the library^ No 
pne but John could have taken it from liis desk.” 



CHAPTER XV 


“Stop! Stop! Von go too fast*! Why should Sir 
John kill liis brother ? " 

• “ I can’t say until I hear your story/' said Willy, 
tartly. . • ’ 

Iiallon finished Ins tea, held out his cup for more, 
and without pftuse, related all that had taken place* 
Doiothy, lugging her* knees, listened in silence ; 
neither did Miss Minter make any remark until the 
nairatjve was ^ncFbd. Then she nodded her head 
judicially. " 1 told yt;u Vo. wSir John killed his- 
brother He could have got the knife which was 
lying on his desk.* He admits that he came to the* 
Glove, and saw his brother dead before him." 

" He found him there," said Percy, perplexed. 

" I know that. H£ •found* him alive and then 
stabbed him. As to* that kidnapping business, I 
believe it is all rubbish?." 


" T &it why should Sir John hide?" exclaimed 
Dorothy, quickly. * % 

" He* fancied that he might be accused. But when 
he found that the body was mistaken for his corpse 
•he came out tj> face thyig^j." 

"He might have iconic out in the first instance," 
retorted Percy. " I do not sef tliaj he is any better 
off." * • r 


" Oh? yes," said Willy, obstinately. " He h«^ had 
time to mature his plans. • He’ll lay the blame on 
some one e^c, you may be sure.”. • 

• "But his tndtive ? * 

" £>li, well " — W 7 il ly was .somewhat disconcerted — 
" 1 can't explain that, yop know, fiut Richard, 
according t<? vS#r John, forged bills. SiV Jolm may 
have killed him to prevent further disgrace to tlie 
family." . g • 
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“And so have risked worse disgrace," said Percy, 
ieeringly. " You are talking nonsense, Willy! ” 

" Well; I may be— but those are my opinions. If 
Sir John were innocent, he would have knocked you 
down for daring to .accuse him.” 

' ft I am not so easily knocked down,” said Hallon, 
nettled. ** However, you know' all. What is to be 
done?” \ ° t 

“ I must go and tell my father,” cried Dorothy, 
now on her feet. 

” And I,” said Willy, forcibly, “ will wait until I 
hear Sir John's defence, and then see if I can't luring 
home the crime to him.” 

u My own Words,” cried Hallon, who had risen to 
accompany Dorothy. 4 4 And I did think his be- 
haviour was strange when I spoke to him.” 

* “He is guilty! ” declared Willy, firmly. “ What 
do you think, Dorothy ? ” 

”1 don't know what to thirk,” said the girl, 
irritably- “ All I know ds, that tnere seems to be 
small chance of my marrying Percy.” 

“ You will give me up?” cried Hallon, wounded. 

“ Never! How can you think so meanly of me? 
I'll tell you now, and again in the presence of my 
father, that I'll refuse vSir Tohn and remain faithful 
to you, dear.” 

Willy made no attempt to prevent their going away. 
She wanted to be 'done to think over things. This 
young woman’s life was somewhat dull, as she grew 
.weary of most things, and had a very active brain. 
Therefore, fhie welcomed this criminal problem as 
affording food for leflection and an interesting occu- 
pation. Also, she wished I orothy to marry Hallon, 
and saw that, now 3ir John was alive, Mr Claii 
would retted to iiis original position. Willy, there 
fore, remained where sl^e was and grappled with the 
mystery like a female VMocq, white the lovers, banc 
in hand, like Adam and Eve leaving Paradise, wem 
to the Manor Hou£>e. And, like Adari and Eve, tbej 
felt that they wet V leaving Paradise, since selfi§l 
Mr Clair would be the* angel with the flaming sword 
who would, forbid theii return. 

• It would be difficult to describe the precise fedingi 
which filled the squire's breast when he heard th 
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strange news. *He Was at omfe angry and gted-i 
angry at losing his income, and glad that Bis wealthy 
friend had come to life,Vi nce he was able to turn 
Dorothy into a millionairess. In vain did Dorothy 
point out that Mr Clair had given his consent to her 
marriage with Hallon. Her father maintained — and 
this was perfectly true— that he had agreed only #n 
condition that Percy shotfld learn who had killed Sir 
John. As the millionaire was alive, thfc bargain fell 
through. ¥ 

“ But if Percy discovers who killed Richard ? " 
asled Dorothy, in despair.^ 

“ That has nothing to do with me,” said Mr Clair, 
§elJislily. “ No one can possibly accuse me of 
murdering Richard. Not a word more, Dorothy. 
You .shall marry Sir John.** % • 

“ 1 refuse tq give her up! " # cried Percy, angrily. 

“ She is an obedient , daughter,” retorted Mr Clair? 
“ And 10 

%r ‘Not in. this gise," cried Dorothy, indignantly. 
“ rll*marry Pe»cy or die. an old maid! " 

'^Oh, no, you won't 1," • * 

“ Oh, yes, I will ! 

And there father £nd daughter joined issue. Mr 
Clair remarked that he was a Lear, and ordered 
Percy to leave the Msyior. Ok course, the young man 
had to depart, sinc^ a*n Englishman's house la his 
castle; but he did so \^ith a defiant speech. Dorothy 
was sent to her bedroom ; and then Mr Clair faced the 
wrafh of his sister, who was quite on the side of the 
lovers • 

" Don't you interfere, Selina," said Mr Clair, 
wrathfully. 

" I shall interfere, if •! r,ee fit," she retorted. You 
are behaving very Ttadly, Francis. Love is love." 

M Leva in this case is poverty fo& all of *us," 
snapped Clair. r • 

“Then find the church* plate hidden by • Abbot 
Hurley, and you won’t Re poor. That would be 
better than h^pging on to Sir John. I woftder you 
have not more pride* FranciS . * 

Mr Clair demonstrated that ft was ^ride, and of 
the best sqrt, which made# him thus net the stern 
father. Jkady Panwyi did not agree with ’Kim in any 
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{ way ; but as her brother, like fill weak people, could 
be disagreeably obstinate, she abandoned the argu- 
ment, and went to console Dorothy in her bedioom. 
“ Wait,** was Lady Panwin’s advice. “ Sir John is 
alive, but you are not } r et his wife.” 

“ I never shall be! ” cried Doiothy, lebelliously. 

“ Time will* shew/* remarked Lady Panwin, wtth 
that wisdom o f age which youth finds so objectionable 
when expressed in proverbs “ B'-t in any case, 
Dorothy, I am on your side. I am no supporter of a 
weather-cock policy, either in political affairs or jn 
domestic matters.” 

And so things stood when Sir John Newby arrived 
late the next .day. To be precise, lie came down 
in time for dinner, exactly as he ought to have done 
on that fatal evening when Ricliaid was murdered. 
Mr Clair leeeived him with joy, tempered with lcgiet 
at the loss of his two thousand a year, and 1 ady 
Pan win -behaved frigidly. As to Dorothy, she pre- 
ferred to remain in her o\v;i tooift, and Refused to 
meet this annoying lovei * who had"' leap peaied - so 
inopportunely. But Newby iftade allowance foi her 
absence. 

“ I quite understand, ** he said, when he and Mr 
Clair sat over their wine. “ I saw that this Ilallon 
was #fter her when I came down before. A maiden 
fancy, my /lear sir— nothing ir. /re Dorothy has 
'more sense than to throw me over foi such a pauper.** 
“ Lie is not precisely a pauper, Newby ” 

“ At all events, he is not sufficiently rich to help 
you. as I intend to do when I am your son-in-law. 
You shall have your two thousand a year again, Clair. 

I promise vou that.'* 

“ 1 shall be glad of it,” saift Mr Claif, sipping his 
wine, * j 

“Does that** lean you regret I *ain alive ?*”*’ 

“ Oh, no! I am much, obliged for your kindness 
in remembering fue in youi will,” said the squire, 
hastily. But I would rather see you alive than 
pos\ess all your wealtk ” ‘ 

Sir John grunted disbelicvingly. * “Well, then,, 
we*ll leave Dhrothy to c bine out of her sulks. She 
can't remain Shut up for*evcr. My money and your 
authority will bring her to the a-ltar in due, course. 
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• 111 ate meantime, I wish to 14am who killed my 
brother.” 

“ You have no idea? 

' “ This Hallon accused i?ie,” said Newby, gruffly. 

” What do you think of that, Clair ?•” 

“ Bless me! What insolence! And on what 
grounds?” • * # • 

“ I never gave him rf chancy of stating them,” 
said the millionaire* ki his grim way ” I turned 
him out of my house at once. But I quite guess the 
grounds. That knife was on my desk, you know 
Martha brought it from the slums, where she obtained 
it in a fight.” * • 

. “ I remember. But why should possession of that 
knife incriminate you?” 

‘‘Oh, ’it's circumstantial evidence* The knife was 
m my possessjon, 011 my desk — constantly before my 
eyes, in fact It is .therefore natural for Hallos 
tlnnk that 1 used it to stab Richard. That 1 
had no possible igothe to kill my bi other floes not 
liiajtflr.” • • 

“ Richard was a •sc&tnp,” said the- squire? 
meditatively, 

“ What of that ? ”* demanded the self-made man, 
fiercely. “ Do you think that I murdered him on 
that ground ? ” * , 

“No, no! Don’t # tnkc me up so short, Newby,” 
temarked Mr Clair, ip his most soothing manner. 
“ A^hat I mean is that, as Richard was always a 
scamp, it is probable* that he may have been killed 
by one of those disicpiitable people he associated 
with.” • • 

“ It is not impossible,” said Sir John, finishing his 
wine, and pushing back his glass. “ You know, 
Clair, tlfcit I tokl ybu how I learnt Richard had forged 
my nam^? 1 sent «him to Russia to njet bmv oat of 
the vjay, for the time being, whil^ I Tnade inquiries. 
When I left my* office to come dowp here on the day 
of tlie murder, I deposited my portmanteau at the 
Fenchurch Street station, and then went into a low 
§ quarter of the oity in searclf of a man to whom* on** 
of 4. he cheques was made jftynble. I found the public- 
house which the man haunted, for I Jorced Richard 
to tell ^me that tnqph. But I expect Richard* warned 
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his friends for the man was gdne, After a vaih hunt, 
I returned to the station ana came down here. You 
know what happened nex£.” 

' " But why aid Richard come down here instead 
of going to Russia ? ” 

14 I explained that. The anonymous letter 
frightened him, and he came personally to see the 
writer in the Groves I expect ne dressed up as me, 
hoping that \s(he writer would think *he was Sir John 
Newby the rich man, and not Richard Newby the 
criminal. But of this I cannot be sure. However, 
the police may learn much.” 

“How will the police begin?” asked Mr Clair, 
helplessly. "It seems hopeless to trace a true path 
through this labyrinth of crime.* 4 

" The police will wSearch for the house in which 
I was confined in Soho. They can * begin at that 
<point.” « 

" Have they found the house ? ” 

" Not yet. In my hurried exit •rom it 'I lost trace 
of its whereabouts, so I can't help tnem. But there 
"is anotlpr clue, which I did 'not tell to Hallon or to 
the reporters, but which I tell to you. When the 
sack was dropped over my head in the Cuckoo's 
Grove I naturally, as any man would, struck out 
with my hands. I grabbed at my assailant, although 
I did not, and could not, see him. My hands landed 
somewhere about his throat, and I brought ‘away this, 
which I retained.” And Newby handed to his friend 
a daintily-wrought breast-pin ix the shape of a golden 
double-eagle, with ruby eyes. " Have you evor seen 
any one wearing that, Clair? ” asked the millionaire, 
while the squire examined the pin. 

" No,” answered the oilier. "Double-eagle? 
That's German.” 

" Aul also^jRussian*’ said Netvby, slowly. 

"Oh! ” Mr Clair rose*. 44 Do you refer to ‘Count 
Bezkog?” 

" Exactly.” Sir John rose also, large and im- 

f re8sive.~ "I havtf seen him wear this breast-pin. 

ouf! ” — he fanned himself with his handkerchief—* 
44 how hot this room is. v let us go optside.” 

They mov^d towards the centre French window, and 
stepped out on to the lawn. It was still fairly light, 
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.and evening • was very stiU. |At the foot of the 
terrace steps the two men paused. Hr titarf*, leaning 
against a yew-tree trunk, looked at the pin again. 

“ Then you think that Count Berkoff kidnapped^ 
you ? ” # 

11 Yes. The pin belongs to him, X am certain.” 

A hand came from behind the trunk of the tree^ 
and, stretching over Clair’s shoulder, ^grasped the 
breast-pin. * y • 

“ My property,* b^ Sir John's own f acknowledg- 
ment,” said a laughing voice; and the speaker 
stepped out to face the two astonished men. It was 

Count Berkoff. * • 

* • 



CHAPTER XVI 

Bezkofp was not in evening dress t and Newby 
guessed from this that he could not be stopping at 
any house in the ueighb^mhood. In a blue serge 
suit, with a tweed cap, well booted and neatly globed, 
he looked more English than ever in the waning 
light. With *a suave smile on his handsome face, 
he swung a slim Malacca cane, and appeared amused 
by the surprise of th^ elder men. Mr* Clair was the 
first to recover his speech. 

“ I ordered you out of ray house/' said the squire, 
haughtily. ” i f 

" But not out of the < grounds/' said Bezfooff,, 
•gracefully. ' * 

44 It is the same thing. You are trespassing." 

41 I understand. Pardon my ignorance of English 
law. Now that I have recovered my property, I shall 
depart." » < 

" Stop ! " shouted Newbv, who was purple iu the 
face with anger. " I want a word or two with you. 
Count." 

" A dozen if you like," sa : d BezkofI, returning. 

" I am waiting, si:." * i 

"Why are *you lurking about here?" demanded 
Clair, since Si: John, after his outburst, did not seem 
inclined to speak. 

" I followed Sir John heTe Irom London this 
afternoon, sir^v As* you had inhospitably rfotbidden 
me your house 'I >vas forced to listen at the window 
np there," and B^zkoff waved his h&nd towards the 
terrace. 

Newby shook himself like a big dog^and growled. 
“AM what business had yoii to listen? What a 
business have <you to fohbw. me ? " he demanded, in 
a threatening <tone. * * «• 

Tfre Russian looked him squarely in the eyes. " I 
124 
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*admi? # that such behaviour is * shabby,” *he said, 
lightly, 41 and not quite what a gentleman of my 
country would do. But what would you? ” with ^ 
French shrug. 44 I am a revolutionary, and have^ to 
do many things which otherwise I would scorn. You 
were good enough, vSir John, at one time, to have 

some sympathy with my amhappy country, so 9 

“Never! 99 interrupted Sir John, violently. “It 
was Richard wh*> approved of your mad schemes. 
Richard was just the sort of person to admire your 
cra*y ideas. But this does not explain why you 
followed me ? ” * • 9 

“•I think it does, Sir John. Richard told me that 
you were in favour of a revolution in .Russia, and 1 
followed .you to ask about funds for # the cause.” 

u What insolence ! ” cried Mr Clair, angrily. 
“ And 1 may tell you, Newby, that this man, tliink-^ 
ing you were dead, carfle to me, when the will was* 
b#ing read, and induced me to ask him down on some 
such gromi&s. declared that you favoured his 

schrtnes.” V 

“ 1 never did ! ” said *Nc\vby, emphatically* 

“ Ah, yes, now/* remarked BezkofT, in a caressing 
tone “ Think over what your brother Richard said 
to you, and I feel certain that you will help the cause. 
As to you, Mr Clair turfied to the squire— 44 it 

was less on account of our friend here that* you asked 
me down than because wu feared 1 should accuse you 
of th# murder. ” 

“You did,” said Cfoir, sharply, 44 and I turned 
you ouf . * * 

“ In your own house you were brave, Mr Clair, 

• but when 1 lynted in London at my knowledge of 
your guilt you weie sufficiently afraid to ask me 
down and* try to paej^y me.” 

“ No,’’ tf&id Clair again, “ I never pfirchasecf your 
silence. 4 ” # • 

41 Quite so,” said BezkofFf in his lftost silky Voice. 
y I played jny game of what the Americans call bluff 
Very successfully for q time. rtVhen 1 induced you*to 
l ring me here, T "fancied that^the money was already 
mine. But in your own ‘house you found courage 
enough to Self me, and so ”~he shrugged-*-” the 
game waft lost.” * 
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" Tafcw-Tare, old gentleman,” said Berkoff, sneer- 
ing, and stietcbed oat ibis cane to stop Clair coming 
forward. 


The squire furiously wrenched at it, and in so 
1 doing nulled away part of the slide, -rhich proved 
to be ,tae sheath of a slender rapier. « 

“ You see,” said the young man, pointing this 
Weapon at Clair’s breast, *' X am well armed." * 

* Mr r Clair stood confounded, and Sir Johr 
Intervened. ^ Let him go— let him go,** he said, 
trying to suppress his fury; “ we don’t want a 
scandal.” 

w Let him go I ” cried the squire, stamping. “ Are 
you tuad, Newby? This wan ‘Irfed to blackmail, me, 
and he certainly kidnapped »yon ” 

That is not true,” said Bezkoff, quickly. , 
u It is. You admit that the breast-pin Is yours, 
and Newby- — ” 

“ I beard how he got it,” interrupted Bezkoff, 
hastily. " I was listening at the window, remember. 
I might say that some one else wore this breast-pin 
on the bight in question. To other witnesses I could 
deijy'that it had ever belonged to me, wnd then,** 
added Berkoff, mockingly, , * r who could swear that 
I had anything to do , with the disappearance of 
Sir Jo^n ? And, o» the other hand voi&e 

became grave—" I fcobW say, that I saw Sir Jobnotab 
bis brother.” , , ' 

*'"**• “ w ““ e “* ’•*»■ 

•“ YOU know best U I 4o," 'said Bezkoff, slgaifi- 
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cautly. " However, since it is useless to discuss 

• these private matters in the presence of a tlprd party, 
I shell go/* and he bowed. 

0air flung down the sheath of 'the cane furiously. 
He was too trail to seize Bezkoff himself, and Newby 
did not seem inclined to assist. But the squire, now 
certain that Bezkoff could do nothing to aim, since 
Richard .and hot J$bm Newby was dead, decided to do 
what he could to punish" him. ** IT1 call Hobson,** 
he declared. ** IJe is*, l know, in the kitchen* as he 
comes to see after the tower. Jfthisk directed him to 
do jo, to - — m 
'H?o catch the raurdafre&V said BezkofL mockingly. 
44 Wdl here he is.**' He pointed wim^his bared 
mpier to Sir John. 11 Take him to gaol. *5 
" * Take yOUr~4ake you! ” cried the squire, in his 
shrill, to voice; and set off miming round the 
comer of the house in a surprising way for one so 
did and d^icate. Newby turned to Bezkoff, who 
qja s picking the other portion of his cane ,off the 
ground to fsesheatKthe weapon. 

".Go-go ! ” Said Newby, hurriedly. " You will 
be arrested/* ' , 

" Nonsense! The policeman has no warrant/* 

" Clair can give you in charge for trespass/’ 
Bezkoff started. 4t That puts a different complexion 
on affairs,’ 1 he said, iririly. " I thank you for teach* 
ing me this much of your law. I am also obliged 
to you for your solicitude for my safety. * May 1 ask 
what it springs from? ” And he laughed, like 
Mejphistopheles, in the $till clear light. * 

"I don’t want a scandal,” repeated Newby, who 
was much agitated. " Of course, I am innocent— 

, but I was in the Grove. I did see my brother’s 

corpse; and censorious' p**>ple ” 

41 1 understand,” said Bezkoff, cutting him short. 
"But I* did not think that you“ would give^in so 
easily/’ * 

" X v have not" given in/ at all,” said the > other, 
furiously. "But, for reasons which I need not give 

• you, I don’t * want to be accused by yoft. Count 

Bezkoff/’ , ** 

“*Whet if ,1 understand^ titose reasons?” 

"You cannot understand * them. ” 
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u One of the Voxels nughj/* said the Rus&an, 
^ significantly. 

44 What are yon talking about?” 

. 44 Our society for the reformation of Russia is a 
very small one, ^and is directed by five people, who 
suppress their real names, and call themselves — in 
England, mind you! — by the vowel letters of yom 
English alplutbet : A, I<? O, and U. Vciy con- 
venient, isn't x it? And I thirjc that O might know 
of your reasons. He, is high tip* in tmr society, you 
know. Ah ! of course you know, Sir John. Why 
need I tell you all these thing*? ” ■* <* 

44 1 dgn't know what yoh are talking about,” said 
Newby, gruffly ; but drops . of pe^piration* wfire 
beading his brow. 

44 What, did not O — or, let me see, rt was A— 

explain things to you in that Soho house, where ” 

# vSir John seized the Russian by the arfti, and pushed 
him towards the avenue, as t^lair, followed by the 
bulky form of Hobson, came quickly found the 
corner. 44 Go-go! You, will *he arrested' for 
trespass.” • t “ 

44 An 4evoir, then, until we meet in London,” said 
Bezkoff, and walked lightly av;ay! 

44 There he is! There he is » ” cried Mr Clair. 

* “ Catch hitn ! Lock him up f He is trespassing. 

I wajit him arrested. ‘ I give* him in charge, A 
sovereign t<a you, Hobson, if y**u have him locked 
'up to-night.” * 

Hobson needed no incentive to carry out his official 
duties. Mr Clair had hinted that the nmrderei ot 
Richard Newby was at hand, and that the chatge of 
trespass was a mere excuse, so that lie could be 
arrested out of hand. Clair was too breathless with 
his exertions to run; an<j Newby stood stolidly where 
he vv;as. planted on, the lawn. w But the policeman, 
his soul on fire with ambition to arrest the Manor 
criminal, set off at? a lumbering run a$ Bezkoff furned 
at the*corner of r the aveftue and waved his hand 
mockingly. When tfcey both disappeared, . Mr Clair 
looked at vSir John. « « 

44 Why didn't you “help « me to arrest him?*' he' 
, qfsked, angrily*. “The kidnapped you. And I 

verily believe* that he knows much m$>re rt about the 
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• murde* of yotu» brother *than we give him' credit 
for." 

" I don't know if he did kidnap me after all* 
Clair," said Newby, and wiped his forehead wit£ 
trembling hand. 

"But the evidence of the breast-ptn ? " 

" I may have , been mistaken/ * stammered the 
other. • • 

Mr Clair looked at ^is guest *searchingly, in such 
light as remained. * 

The millionaire was usually a stolid, unemotional 
mao-; with a cast-iron will add an abrupt manner. 
But the interview* with the gay young Russian seemed 
to • have unnerved him, and he appeared ^ be a 
flifferent sort of person altogether. 

"I tell you wliat, Newby,” # said the squire, 
sharply. • u You know, something, about this matter 
also." • • 

" If you* arc talking of the murder, I do not,* 
denied Sir. John. " I found my brother dead, <*nd 
was then kldn^pjfed in the way I explained. But 
Ridhard was mixed up with these Anarchistic people* 

and " % 

" And they killt*l him. It is just what villains like 
that would clo," said Mr Clair, vigorously. 

" I agree with you, and therefore I have to act 
carefully, lest I should* be killed also." 

"But you are not* entangled with thejp?" # 

" No. But Richard was ; and I am Richard's double * 

in looks. And then— and then " Sir John stopped 

and groaned. " 1 am* placed in a very difficult posi- 
tion, Clair — a very diffictflt one indeed " „ 

u I don’t understand you," said Mr Clair, won- 
deringly. , * . 

" You never will* until " 

" Untfl what — un|il when/ I mean?" 

Sir Jo?fti Newby looked towards Abbot Hufley’s 
Towei* bulking, largely i* the luminous twilight. 

" Until I have BezkofPs secret society, with •its five 
of a council, in a trap." And after this gomewhat 
enigmatic speech, §ir Joht> refused to discuss* the 
•ms^ter further. * • , p • 

Meanwhile} BezkofJ was feeling* very much, 
astonished* ffrom the glimpse he ha& ^caqght oft' 
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Hobson's figure, he had thought that it wquld be, 
easy to outrun him,* but the big constable proved to 
be extraordinarily swift of foot. He hurled himself 
over the ground like an elephant in uniform, and, 
like the elephant, covered the miles with great 
rapidity. BezKoff, dancing along, found the police- 
man on him almost before he knew wtfiere he was. 
Then, indeed, did he set «off at top speed for the 
Tailway station. Hd did not wish to be locked up, 
since questions dealing wi£h *thei kidnapping of 
Newby might be asked. Of course, he felt sure that 
Sir John would hold his tongue; but Mr Clair, being 
as venomous as a serpent,* would surely make trouble. 
As a fhember of a secret society, Bezkoff wished to 
avoid examination and publicity, and cursed himseH 
in his own beautiful language for thus having played 
with fire. And he cursed the more as he found him- 
self unable to shake ©ff Hobson, who pounded along 
like a traction engine. k r ' 

Worse than this, the constable called jm several 
people they passed to help him to*ca|ch the Russian; 
,and shortly the cry of “ S$6p r thief ! ” rang out loudly 
on the ytill night air. By the time the crooked street 
of Bel tan village was reached quite a score of people 
tore at Bezkolrs heels, and he saw now that his 
plight was serious. It was impossible to go to the 
Tailway station, as he would simply be arrested on 
the platform, and if he ran into the open country he 
would certainly be captured, since he did not know 
the lie of the land, and his pursuers could come up 
with* him by side roads It Vas necessary to seek 
shelter soqiewjbere, and Bezkoff raced through Beltan 
village at top speed. So quick a spurt did he put 
on that he was through the, village and beyond it 
before any stir could be created, a His pursuers were 
a good distance behind, so now, if at any time, was 
the gutthent td* seek a harbour of refuge. 

As luck would* have it, Bezkoff passed by the 
Minter r cottage,' and by ohance Willy was leaning 
over the, gate, waiting for Hallon and Billy, whom 
she expected back from », London. The Count saw a 
pretty woman looking ?\t Mm in ainazement as he* 
sptinted along; and, with an intuition Which almost 
amounted to genius, swerved aside in^hiS course to 
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leap ftte* fence. Willy Streamed, as well sh^ might. 
Bezkoff rabidly explained, and gave his name. 

41 Mr Clair wants to have me arrested lor trespass,” 
he said, breathlessly, and with much gesticulation. 
"They are after mo— save me l I c 3 n put myself 
right in your ^yes. /You are a woman! Save— ah! " 
His ejaculation was earned by a sight* of Hobson 1 * 
and his horde sweeping round the corner. Before 
they could catch* sight of hitn, Bezkoff dropped 
behind the quickset hedge, which concealed him 
entity from the toad, and clutched at Willy's dress. 
"Save me! M he murmured.* ' » 



CHAPTER* XVII 


Willy intended to save him. The moment she heard 
his name she made* tip hor mind to secure his liberty, 
if only to have a conversation with him. This >was 
the Russian who had tried to blackmail Mr Clair, and 
it was more thaji probable that he knew inqch about 
the cfifne. Miss Minter shivered as she thought that 
a possible muulerer,* and a known biack mailer, was 
* gripping her dress. Nevertheless, for •Dorothy and 
Percy's sake, she held herself well in hand. At any 
pi ice „ she was determined to f>rcjveiit * her * friend 
becoming Lady Newbjr; ahd^some timely information 
extracted from Bezkoff’s gratitude might — as Willy 
put it to herself— save the situation. She therefore 
still continued to lean over the gate, and smile. 

“ Keep quiet/' she whispered". “ 1*11 save you.** 
Hobson shot past, 1 puffing* and blowing like a 
grampus, /but one or two ri- those who followed 
stopped to question Willy. 41 We thought we heard 
you scream, miss/* $aid a respectable elderly barber. 
“ l)id you see the thief? ” * 

“ I saw *i rnati running/’ said Willy, amiably, 
“ and I screamed because his face was so wild. He 
went up there, where the (Ooliceman^ has gone. I* 
expect he is making for Axleirh. What has he 
done? ” * * 

“life's a lh\ef, miss — a thief!*' shouted ‘the barber, 
who had picked up wrong information from Hobson’s 
gaspiAg statement. “ Come on, lads, we'll have him 
in. gaol, in a jiffy 1 ” and away the whole r gang went 
otu their exciting man-hunt, , 1 

“Brutes!” said "Willy, in dis£ust. “ Get t up, 
Count Bezkoff, and come inside. You> must answer 
me a .fe^c 'questions. ” f 1 c 

4t I am at your service, mademoiselle/' ‘said the 
132 
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•Russmiw thankfully, although he was surprised at heir 
speech. " You have saved me” \ 

" I am not so sure of that. You may be in gaol 
yet.” 

" Oh, no! Shortly, when all is quiet, I can steal 
away to a distant railway station *and return to 
London unobserved." # 

“ You w’ould be arrested in no time/* said Willy, 
crossly. “ Come in here " — opening the door of the 
tiny drawing-roo ® — " and when you have explained 
things to me I'll help you to get away. That is, if 
you* tell me the truth/' 

"But I do not understand, mademoiselle/’, stam- 
taeted Bezkoff, as Willy turned up the lamp, and 
lfloked at him; “ j^ou know me not." 

" Oh, yes I do/' snapped Willy., " I am Miss 
Minter, and the most intimate friend of Miss "’Clair, 
She told me hftw you tried to Hblackmail her father. 
Shame to 3’bu, sir ! " * 

•Bezkoff gjew red. and then pale, and felt abashed 
before# this tall, handsome girl, whose face was at 
oned so beautiful and so, severe. Miss Minter, on her , 

• side, was secretly sui prised to find the Russian so 

very handsome. H* looked like the fairy prince-from 
a D'Aulnoy story, and she marvelled that so good- 
looking a young man should behave so basely. The 
Russian had quite lofct* his composure, and "flushed 
and stammered and* looked confused, wtfnle XVilly 
eyed him as sternly as a hanging judge. She would 
have* found her task easier had he not been so 
extremely like a Greek god of the lady novelist’s 
ereatioh. * » 

" Wie have only ten minutes to speak," said Willy, 

• looking at th^ clock, " fpr f. am expecting my brother 
and Mr Hallon back soon. Answer my question 
honestly £ Count Bezkoff.” 

M I owo*you everything, Miss Minter, and shall 
answer* what 1 can." • % 

" Then tell me. Who killed Ricftard Newbjr ? 99 
m Bezkoff ^started. " I do no^ know," he said, 
promptly. * , # • 

*- "JDid not the *spy, who * wgs -watching Sir John — 
Miss Clair tdld me about him— say thht the squire 

had stabbed Iflm ? ” * • , , 

• * 
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41 The squire?** stuttered Bezkofk * # 

44 Mr Clair. You know whbm I mean,** said Willy* 
impatiently. 

44 There was a spy, certainly,** admitted the 
Russian slowly, 44 but he did not see the blow 
struck." 

44 Yet you dared to accuse Mr Clair of the murder.** 

1 41 I was farced to,** muttered Bezkoff, looking down, 
shamefaced. 

44 By whom? ** she demanded, imperiously. 

44 By the five heads o£ our vSecret society for the 
regeneration of Russia. Ah ! do not look at me so 
severely, Miss Minter. No one could have hated the 
task fnore than I did. But I was forced.** 

44 No gentleman need be forced," said Willy, 
scathingly. 

44 You do not' know' — you do not understand. The 

Vowels ’* • 

1 44 The what? *' 1 • 

44 The five men who direct our society call them- 
selves the Vowels. I cannot cxpTaiy now. It* would 
take too long; and, again* it might cost me my* life. 
Oh, I am in earnest ! You"' do not know how I am 
com relied to obey. I joined the society unknowingly. 
I never thought of the methods this association would 
adopt; and then I had a strong jeason to join, and, 
Miss Minter*’— he bioke offc eutreatingly — 14 come to 
London, to this address ’* — he dung her a card. 44 I 
can explain everything, and* you will find that I am 
not so base as you deem me. Suffer me now to go; 
I can escape easily. 1 can hide in a ditch ; they will 
only watyrh the stations #long the line, and I can 
manage — that is, don’t trouble. I am safe now.** 

W 7 illy placed herself between him and^the door. 44 I 
want to know who killed Richard Newby ! ** she .said, 
resolutely. 

4 4 * I "Swear that I do not know.** 

44 Was it Sir John? *’ . 

* 4 I •cannot say— there is no time to explain. Why 
do you wish to know? ** 

7 , Because I don’t* want Sir John to marry Dorothy' 
Clair." . t , ' 

44 I heard about that,” said Bezkof!, quickly; then 
reflected, "Miss Minter*, when you come to see me 

1 *■ r> 
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• in fcotfdon I cA explain everything. Meanwhile, 
rest content. Miss Clair shall not many Sir John.*’ 

“ Yon promise that? ” 

Bezkofl caught her hand and kissed it. “ I swear 
it l '* and forthwith disappeared. When she went 
out into the garden lie was nowhere to be seen. Like 
a shadow he*had departed. Willy plae^L the card in 
her pocket. * • 

Needless to say, Willy did not relate her adventure 
to Hallon and Her brother. She fancied — and with 
some reason — that they would blame her for allowing 
the* Russian to escape, sinc§, had # he been arrested on 
tln^ minor charge of trespass, he might hav« been 
fprced to explain his connection with the murder. 
And that he knew something of this seemed very 
certain, -since ho had threatened Mr* Clair. In fact, 
taking all circumstances into consideration, it was 
likely that yie crime wa s> the work of this AnarchL'tio 
Society. 

*Had Bezkofl be<in less good-looking Willy might 
have Tlealt less leniently with him. But for all her 
cleverness and sclf-contr»>l slie was a woman at heart/ 
and, therefore, in fjer relations with the Russian, the 
feeling of sex came into play. Also, he had admired 
her; she saw that plainly, and therefore felt confident 
that, given time and #lace, she could— as the saying 
goes — twist him round fier finger. This she intended 
to do, in order to elucidate the mystery* of Richard 
Newby’s death, since sue was anxious that Dorothy 
should marry Percy. *There would be no chance of 
this with Sir John in the ffteld, and with Mr Clair on 
the side of Sir John, until the problent w&s solved. 

# In her own heart Willy believed that the millionaire 

* had something to do vfitk the crime, if, indeed, he 
had not committed* the same* himself. If, therefore, 
he could be implicated in some way, »r if he* could 
be prayed to be the guilty person, Dorothy would 
certainly be set free to marjy Halloiv This was Miss 
Minter’s scheme, and after that hurried interview 

• with Bezkofl she believed that he would be!* abl^ to 

assist her. . * * . 

Acd in any case, as th£ £irl reflected, hopefully, 
Bezkofl hadt ptpmised that a marriage between Miss 
Clair and Sir John should not take place. *H6w the 
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Russian proposed to stop it Willy could not* guess* 
unless he intended to denounce the millionaire. She 
would have to meet Bezkoff in London, since, after 
the pursuit, he could scarcely shew himsdf at Beltan 
with safety — and then could hear his explanation 
regarding his association with the secret society. 
Willy felt sure that in some way Bezkoll was not so 
unscrupulous as he appeared to be, and that it ^ was 
against his nature to indulge* in* blackmailing tricks. 
But here the female heart spoke, and the handsome 
Russian was judged guiltless by Miss Minter, when 
an ugly man would haye been considered guilty. 
This was weak, ana Willy admitted to herself tjiat 
her emotions were certainly not under control. But 
having come to a resolution to hear BczkofPs defence 
before condemning him — and surely that Was only 
fair, said her heart .insidiously — she .kept .her own 
counsel. Later she could travel to I.ondqji and inter- 
view the Russian at the address on his card. r 

Dorothy still declined to receive vSir John’s mar- 
riage proposal, so her father behaVod quite* in a 
‘Roman way. He did rot confine her altogether to 
her rp< 5 m, but said that she wa% not to leave the 
grounds. As Newby stopped on for a few days, and 
Dorothy did not wish to meet him and subject herself 
tu a second wooing, she. stayed in her bedroom nearly 
all the day, and only ventured# out when she knew 
that the nfillionaire was safely engaged in conver- 
sation with Mr Clair. But twice and thrice the girl 
wrote to Hallon, who could negt enter the grounds or 
call at the Manor, and Jales* v Scliwytz acted as Cupid’s 
messenger! The meek little butler adored Dorothy, 
as, when he had been ill, she had been kind to him; 
therefore he was glad to assist her, especially as he 
hated Mr Clan, who behaved very haughtily to the 
timid foreigner. Lady Pan win remained naytral, and 
ceasid to speak tp Dorothy about Hallon or Newby. 
Clair insisted that his faster should point out to 
Dorothy that it was her duty to save the House of 
Clair by 4 marrying Sir John, but the gaunt 1 , grim old 
wothan resolutely de^lintd the responsibility. *' Am\ 
I see no reason to-sf>edk of marriage until *the 
mystery of this crime is •solved,** said cl.arlv Panwin. 

What pVfczled Mr Clair in connection with this was 
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the attitude oi Newby. When he had escaped from 
captivity be had talked largely <of hunting down his 
brother's murderer, but of late his zeal had' grown 
cold, and he lingered for three days at the Manor 
without making any attempt, to attend to the busi* 
ness. He did n$t even offer a reward, and, as the 
police could not find the Soho house wherein Sir 
John declared he had been imprisoned, no clue was 
discoverable likely to elucidate the whole strange 
business. Nevjby *hatl walked through Soho with 
Swanson, in the hope of recognising the house. But 
alj the houses and the streets of this quarter were 
so like one another, and £ir John had been so con- 
fused when he had hurriedly escaped, that# it was 
'impossible to arrive at any conclusion. The prison 
of Newby might have been in Cloud-Cuckoo-Land for 
all the 'existence it seemed to have* on earth. 

Of course, the newspapers f^r a few days were full 
of the kidnapping, ar.d this, in conjunction with & 
•revived interest in the murder, set every one talking. 
All ^kinds' of theories were advanced by • amateur 
detectives, and'all sorts o£ solutions were offered, but 
no one seemed to hit- upon any evidence likely to 
reveal the truth, The assassin, or assassins, of 
Richard Newby coulcf not be found, and the trail had 
been covered up very cleverly. Swanson confessed 
that he could not soe^his way, and Inspector Trusk, 
of Axleigh, declined “to consider the case further. 
Hobson had reported tjbe trespass 'and eswape of Count 
Bezfcoff to Trusk, but the inspector never thought 
for one moment that*tlie Russian had anything, to do 
with*the case. Had he*known how Sir John Newby 
had favoured the escape of Bezkoff he blight have 
thought that the millionaire had killed his brother, 
like another Caii^; of, rf not, that he approved so 
greatly* of the murder thai he would not lift one 
finger trace th^ assassin. • • 


- 



CHAPTER XVIII 


" You really ought to do something, Newby,” s^id 
Mr Clair, on the third day of Sir John’s stay at the 
Manor;- and he spoke testily. “ Unless you offer** a 
reward, people will think it strange.” 

“ Let them,” said Sir John, gruffly. u My business 
has nothing to do k with any one.” 

“ But this business, concerns the safety of the 
pmblic,” argued the squire, earnestly. ” Ik is wicked 
to permit a murdeier to be at large.” 

” How 1 can I help it, Clair? ” ♦ u , 

” By tracing the man. 4 0ffer a regard — set these 
clever, wits of yoms to work, fc and hunt him down.” 

41 That is easier said than done,!’ replied Newby, 
drily. l am not a heaven-born detective.” 

” vSwanson may be. Trusk may he. Stimulate 
their brain-power by giving q reward. Upon my 
word, J cannot understand you, .Newby. You seem 
to have changed.” 

Sir John shifted uneasily in his seat. ” Suqji a 
shock* as I have had would oiiange any one,” he 
remarked, quietly. •* *' 

” Yes — in| a way. But you used to be so practical, 
and determined, and so bent upon having your own 
way. Now you seem to br linde^ded how to act, 
and appear to be content to stay here and do 
nothing *” * M *», rt 

11 I don’t want to r go to town and be tormented by 
reporter^ and interviewers*,” said Newby, angrily. 
11 I remain here for the sake of quietness, and until 
I can get over the shock I have sustained. Then I'll 
return and set to work— perhaps . K « 

44 What do ypu mean ny “perhaps?” asked Clafr, 
iharply. • * « 

138 
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Sir John twiddled his thumbs, and looked at the 
ground. "To tell you the truth, Clair,” he said, 
slowly, and in a tired voice, 41 I fear to search for the 
assassin of Richard, lest my name shoftld be dragged 
in the mud. As I told you, and as you know froin 
personal observation, my brother was a scoundrel, who 
could not run straight. He forged iny name to several 
cheques, and was *con tiered with that Vowel Society, 
of which Bezkoff spoke. Judging from that letter 
sent^to me, nnd which Richard intercepted, some one, 
or some people— -perhaps member? of this society — 
knew things about him which were shameful.* If I 
hunt down the murderer, or murderers, 1 may hear 
of things which would cover me with shame and my 
name with mud. And, in a case like this, to do 
justice I should have to luako all these things — 
whatever tlioy may be-* public. Can you wonde r , * 
then, that I shrink from stirring up muddy water? ” 

“ Nt^” said Claiit after a pause. “ And yet it is 
unlike you, NeWby. At bjie time you would have 
done justice regardless df what the public thought. 

I always deemed you top strong a man to be influ^jeed 
by what people said or did. It seems,” added Mr 
Clair, with a touch of sarcasm, “ that I am mistaken.” 

“ 1*11 think over the matter, ”*said Sir John, quietly. 

“ And when I feel quite able to deaji with the subject 
of Richard \s murder I’ll. see what is best to be done. 
Persoryilly — it may seem callous of me to say this — 
but, personally, I am qifite sure that Richard deserved 
his fato He was a bad lot, and a curse to $very one 
who knew him.” 

. “ Mrs Broil would no$ say so,” said Clair, signi- 
ficantly. # • 

“Martha is prejudiced.” # 

“ One taring strike*, me as strahge m what ^rou 
say,” remarked the squire, .musingly. “ You talk 
of murderers in ttic plural. # Do you, rthen, think that 
more than one person killed Richard? ” ^ 

• “More than*one person ky:lnaf>ped me,” said .Sir 
John, grimly, ” and more tfca^one person must have 
takeft the body to the vault under the tower.” 

“ H’tn, yefc. *11: might be* so. But how, jid, these 
persons know where * the vault was? ” 

“ I can’t say.” Newby shrugged his massive 
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shoulders. “ Find out who stole that plan from the 
book, and you may learn. ” 

44 I can’t find out who tore the page out," said Clair, 
in vexed tones 1 , " although I have questioned all the 
servants. Of couise, many people have been in the 
library. Arahaeologists who came to see the ruins, 
and neighbours, and such like people. But I know of 
none who would take the plah.’ J , 

'* An archaeologist might,” said Newby, with inter- 
est, " if only to trace the windings of these catacopabs. 
Indeed, I think it is very t likely. Think of the names 
of the archaeologists you have had here, Clair, .and 
you may learn who tore out the drawing.” 

” Pooh I Fooji ! Pooh! These archaeologists are 
all respectable,” said Mr Clair, with contempt. ” I 
would not insult thorn by such questions. I think, 
'Newby, you had better begin at the otler end. Go 
to Ivoudon and find out, if possible, the number of 
the house in Soho wheie you were lieid prisoner. 

, Then question those whp* live in it, and gradually 
the truth may come to light*. You owe it to society 
to tjwover the assassin of your brother. Also,” 
added Mr Clair, with emphasis, 44 you owe it to me. 

I don’t want this disagreeable mystery to continue 
hanging over the house of my" ancestors. It is most 
unpleasant.” * 

” Well/’^said Sir John, slowly, ” I'll go to London 
to-morrow, since you think it best.” 

“I do think it best,” said Mr Clair, very pleased. 
“ And I fim glad you are bulling to take my* advice. 
This is the first time you have done so, often though 
I have offered it before. I really think, Newby, that . 
this murder and kidnapping hare a ^ery softening 
effect on your too barer character. You are* not so— 
pardon' me— jVig-headed as you 'used to bt. ‘ That is 
an improvement.” f 

Newby surveyed the weak face 5f the man who 
spoke thus with a grim smile. ” I may recover my 
har/lnesS,” he said, quietly, 44 I told Jrou”that I was 
waiting my time to trap this Vowel Society.” . 

“ I don’t understand. c 

” Thcr^ js no reason that you should ufitil the time 
comes,” said Newby, quietly. M Meanwhile, I shall 
go to London to-morrow, as I have stated. But before 
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I go I. must see Dorothy ^ and site must accept me. 
•if stte iefuse^ — He hesitated. 

“ Yes?*' said Mr Clair, in an apprehensive voice. 
Sir John rose, and stretched his big body. " I 
need not explain what will happen then,” he said, 
gruffly ; u it wouldn't be polite, since I am your 
guest.” And he strolled away, leaving the squire to 
digest the thfeat at his leisure. * * 

Mr Clair knew perfectly well *that the millionaire 
alluded to the mortgage, and that if Dorothy still 
proved recalcitrant the home of his fathers would 
know him no more. This being the case, and Newby 
beihg a man of his word, it was necessary to induce 
the* girl to sacrifice herself on the* family altar*# Clair 
sought out Lady Panwin, in the hope that she would 
assist to hale Dorothy to the stone of sacrifice. He 
explain^ himself at full length. * * 

“ And you .must insist on # Dorothy coming to 
dinner to-night,” said Mr Clair* looking haggard, a $ 
Veil he might. “ Newby goes back to town to- 
morrow, arid she must accept him this evening.” 

”•1*1 have nothing to •do with it ! ” said Lady 
Panwin, looking as grim is Rhadamanthus. 

” Selina! You §hock me! ” V 

'* Better that than tf> shock my own sense oravhat 
is right. It is a shame to make a pretty girl like 
my niece marry a fat,, red-faced old vulgarian like Sir 
John Newby.” # * # 

” He is vulgar, I grant you. •Put since his kid- 
napping he is not red-iacea, and certainly he is less 
stout?* . 


“ Frgncis,” said Lady* Pan win, sitting up very 
straight, " before all this trouble began L admit I 
was in favour of the match, as I did not entirely 
dislike Sir John and 1* k^ow that we want money. 
Bttt Dorothy is now in love «with Mr Hallon, who is 
a most estimable y cuing man, while Si? John appears 
to have changed for the worse.” • 

“ He has changed I adndt, Seliriij, but his .money, 
has not diminished. Aid, to save this house, 

Dorothy must *marry him. Argue with her, end ” 

B “And waste my breath ! * Certainly not! I shall 
tell* her to come down to flitfhef , ana you can argue 
on your om account.” 
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* * 
Thus it came about that Dorothy^ appeared in the 
dining-room, looking pale, but as pretty as ever. 4 Nor* 
did she seem to resent Sir John’s tender behaviour, as 
formerly she had done. Mr Clair argued from this 
that she was coming to her senses, and would sacrifice 
herself gladly *o save the tumble-down home of her 
ancestors. Had he known that Dorothy's appearance 
at the meal* and changed manner wfere due to a 
letter from Willy, * smuggled in by the butler, he 
might not have been so* pleased. Willy wrote 
mysteriously saying that the marriage with Sir John 
could never take place, and that at the eleventh hour 
it would be prevented. Dorothy did not know what 
Willy' meant, but f she had every confidence in Jier 
friend’s judgment and belief in her word. For this 
reason she issued from her seclusion, and accepted 
Newby’s attentions with some complacency, 1 waiting 
for the bolt from th^ blue which would shatter him. 
0 S 0 Dorothy behaved very well, both at. dinner and 
after. Mr Clair was delighted, and mentally thank c*l 
heaven that his child was worth yr of him.' r 
In the drawing-room, iju John began to pay leaver- 
' like, attentions to Por^th}', while Lady Panwin took 
up l^n tatting and worked with, a set mouth and 
a fierce determination. Mr Clair read his morning 
paper, which he invariabfy kept until this late hour. 
Everything was calm and peaceful and dull, until the 
butlur appeared with a card Mr Clair. 

” A lady to see monsieur, ” n said Jules, carrying his 
silvei salver across to the squire. 

'\At this hour ! ” Mr Clajr took the cartl and 
murmured the name to * himself: “ * Miss* Amy 
Sanding.*' 1 'wonder who she is.” 

“ You had better ask her ! 99 said Lady Panwin, 
pausing in her tatting. ** Shew her ins here, Jules . 99 

” No,” said Mr Clair; with a reproachful , glance at 
his -sifter, aiul an inclination *of his head in the 
direction of the ^lderly lover. M Shew her into the 
library, Jules.” „ «* 

" She is there now, monsieur.” 

“ Then I shall gc*to her,” said Mr Clair, and took 
his * departure. 1 

Sir John, busy with tfis compliments, did not attend 

to this little,, comedy. Lady Panwirn w <mt on with 
■ - « 
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her work, unconscious that the hour was** big with * 
Fate. She thought that some person had called to 
see Mr Clair on business, as he had several lady 
tenants. Perhaps it was Mrs Folks,* whom Mr Clair 
had seen on the evening of the murder. Mrs Folks 
was always ‘wanting her cottage repaired, and Lady 
Panwin sighed to think* that it might be this per- 
tinacious person. Francis could spare no money to 

improve his property, unless She glanced in the 

direction of the lovers, and was secretly surprised to 
see the composure with which Dorothy received Sir 
Jojm's advances. “ Can if be tliat she is willing to 
jmrry him?** thought Lady Pan win ; and all the 
"romance within her revolted at such a union of May 
and December. * * 

Quite ignorant of this unamiable opinion, Newby 
murmured explanations to the* girl about his lonely 
life, and deep love for her, and his ardent desire to 
give her a large income and a title. “ You shall be 
a qufcen! ” said Sir John* softly. 

*' Queens nowadays de not have a very happy .life," 
fenced Dorothy. % 

“ Then you shaft b£ as happy as a butterfly.* 

“ And as useless.* * t „ 

“ With the money. I can give you there will be 
no need for you to cfy anything useful, save lovtinne.** 

“ What a strange vsKiy to characterise* love/* said 
Dorothy, her lip curling. ,f I really must decline.** 

" Nb; no! ** urged §jr John. “ Think over things.* * 
And lje again beggtn to explain how devoted he could 
and would be. * * 

Mr Clair returned to the drawing-room looking 
very white, *and with *an* angry gleam in his eyes. 
Lady Pjnwin looked at him questioningJy. But, 
taking act notice of*lier, he walked across to .Newby. 

“ Hqw*dare you make love to my daughter! * was 
Clair’s unexpected address * “ How 'dare you .deceive 
me! ” 

Sir John rose, looking aghast^ and so did* Dorothy 
and her aunt. All three thought that the squire* had 
•taten leave of his senses* L * What do, you mean?" 
demanded Jlevby, in an astonished vo^ce. 

Mr Qair walked to the door, and opeffed it ag^in 
to admit a tall, thin, washed-out-looking .lady, 
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* fashionably dressed, and with a defiant manner. She 
raised a lorgnette, and looked at the millionaire 
indignantly. 

“ Permit me,tf said Clair, sarcastically, " to 
introduce you to your wife! ” 



CHAPTER XIX 


Dorothy uttered an ejaculation bf surprise. Jf this 
was the bolt from the blue hinted at in Willy’s letter, 
it was the last kind of bolt she expected to fall. Lady 
Pan win *said nothing, but closed her mouth tightly 
and looked moje grim than ever. Sir John’s face was 
in the shadow of the .curtains*, and the expression 
qould not be seen; but Miss vSanding — or, rather, 
Lady Nevtfby — glared at him with an expression 
whicli boded ill "■for his domestic peace. 

41 Well,” said Clair, •impatiently, since Sir .John* 
held his tongue, “ and what have you to s^y for 
acting like a scoundrel?” % 

44 That is a strong expression,” replied Newby, 
weakly. * , 

44 It is the right *ofle,” declared the squir^, in- 
dignantly. 44 You entered my house cinder false 
pretences, as a bachelor, and tried to entrap my poor 
daughter into a false TUiarriage.” 

44 I always thought that you favoured it,” saia Sir 
John, drily, and not looking so shamefaced as he 
should have done. 44 Also I may say that you are 
very ready to believe etfil of me, Mr Clair. This lady 
suddenly appears and calls •me her husband. You 
credit hey* without asking me if i% is true.” . 

44 Ca*i you deny it, John? ” asked the strange Tady, 
speaking for the first time* and Ddrothy noticed how 
distinct was her enunciatidn. # 

Newby •started, and looked at her steadily, still 
m keeping his face in the shadow ^ of the curtains. • 

** No,” he <said, after a V a&se*, “ I d<^ not deny it.” 
44 Then y»umdmit that Miss Sanding is your wife? ” 
demanded Clair, in a cold fury at having Seen tricked. 
<4 You scoundrel! ” , 
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• « t r < 

Sir John advanced his head/ and his face came into 
the lamplight. It did not wear a particularly agree- 
able expression. 

** Take care, sir,** he snarled, shewing his strong 
white teeth. ‘*If you try me too far, I may turn 
you out of this place! ” • 

* But Mr Clair was too indignant to be careful, as 

advised. “You havfc insulted, me ; you have insulted 
my daughter.” * " * 

"I am very glad Sir John has, in this way.,” said 
Dorothy, cheerfully. “ But we have not 'heard Miss 
Sanding’s stoiy.” c 

“ Lady Newby, if you please, Miss Clair,” £iid 
the other woman, in a stately manner. “ My story/ 
as you are pleased to call it, is very short and, painful. 

I am an actress — a comedy actress of great, and I 
may say, deserved reputation.” 

* Lady Panwin sniffed. “Oh and off fhe stage >” 

she asked, spiteful^. • * 

Miss Sanding— it will be convenient to call he* so- 
ared up like tow at this*vcry feminine speech. 

“ Both off and on, madam/* she declared, quite in 
histrionic style. “ No one cav say a word against 
me. In several well-known newspapers I have been 
called the Vestal of the Drama. If my husband ” — 
Miss Sanding turned oli Newby with the defiant air 
of outraged, virtue, in melodrairfa — “ if he thinks to 
divorce me/ he is mistaken 'I am spotless. ” Miss 
vSanding here crossed her arms on her breastpin a 
Christian martyr attitude. # • 

“ Nobody wants to divorce you/* said Newby, 
testily. 

“ You do not call me by f my name, John.” 

“I’m keeping that f9r our private conversation. 
These domestif details cannot interest the \ present 
comply.” ' 1 

“But they do,”«said Mr Clair. “I want to* know 
upon what grounds the lady claims to' be your wife.” 

“ My certificate of , marriage is with ;my .lawyers/* 
said .the actress, and her t pale fare became an angry 
red. “ DojPt cast aspersions on mjr character, JMr v 
Clair. I am John’s wife. I^et him deny^it if he can.” 

“ I have. a 1 ready admitted it,” said Newby, stolidly. 

“ But I thought that you were dead long ago/’ 
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4 i Dead I *’ cried Miss ^Sandinff, raising herself on 
tip-toe to pioduce an effect. ** When I *Jiave been 
winning laurels in America! ** 

44 There was that railway smash, you know/* 
Sir John reminded her. 

44 I was in it; yes, I admit that f was in it. But 
I escaped safe in life and limb. A false report of lpy 
death was sent to England, and on that, I presume, 
you courted this young lad}'. But had you cared for 
me, John, you woultl have made inquiries, and would 
have learnt the truth. But I returned a month ago 
tcuny Hampstead home, and heard of your death and 
afterwards of your return • from #the grave. % Gossip, 
bflsy with your name, said that you were engaged to 
• marry Miss Clair, the daughter of the owner of this 
Manoi w so I came down to save her.'' 

Ne\vb> r nodded, and turned to Mr Clair. 44 Do you 
wish to know* any more? ** he asked, drily. 

44 Yes/* # said that "gentleman, violently. 14 Wliy 
•did you i«)t tell me that you were already married ? ** 
44 Chinking IJiaf I was widower these three years, 
I *did not consider tlpit * confession was necessary* 
But the report of my wife’s death was false, iX seems, 
and here she is aMve.* I see no reason for you*ip look 
at me so indignantly, Mr Clair. 1 have not behaved 
wrongly.” 

44 You should have • told ihe the truth/* said Mr 
Clair, doggedly, but* beginning toisce that Newby was 
not so much to blame as had at first appeared. 44 I 
have— known you for years, and I never heard that 
you had a w T ife.** * # * 

44 Allow me to explain/* said Miss Sanding, taking 
the centre of the drawing-room from stage habit. 44 I 
was a romantic girl teq years ago, and when the 
rising millionaire* wooed pie, I consented to the 
experiqj*ept of a secret marriage.” , 

44 Why secret and why experimental ? 1f *asked 
Lady* Pan win, ^putting up» her lofgnette to examine 
Miss Sanding, as a natumlist would an insert under 
a microscope* # . 

4 4 1 was a romantic giil,J* said the actress again, 
0 44 pnd detertyirfcd to return >*to* the stage should my 
marriage oro^e a failure. # Therefore I kept the fact 
secret, # as, in my opinion, it would haVev narmed me 
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with the managers. Sir John consented, for Reasons 
best known to himself.” 

1 4 4 Quite so — quite so,” murmured the millionaire, 

who was listening very intently, 

44 And my marriage was a failure,” cried Miss 
Sanding, clasping her hands in a tragic manner. 
44 Romance was wedded to materialism. I had hoped 
for a Romeo, and I found->I found — well ” — with a 
deep sigh — 44 it matters not what I found. But un- 
happiness was my portion, and I fled ” 

44 With someone else?” asked Lady Panwin. 

41 No!” snapped Miss Sanding, tartly; and fpr- 
getting^ her stage ai^s and graces. 44 I returned to 
the stage, and afterwards went to America. I un 
bound to say that my husband allowed me a decent* 
income, and I need not have gone again # on the 
boards. But I did.” Miss Sanding became artificial 
again. 44 Why should I have deprived my country of 
ai! great star ? But now — now ” — she glunced in a 
near mirror at her somewhat sketchy appearance— 
44 now that my ambitions are realised 1 shall retire 
to the arms of my husband las Lady iNewby.” 

44 Very good,” said Mr Clair, angrily. 44 Retire 
Straigm away. Newby, you , had better leave my 
house.” 

44 You turned Bezkoff out of your house and he 
returned,” said the mnlionaiue; quietly. 44 I may, 
return 4 - also.” 4 «■ 

44 The mortgage shall be paid,” said Mr Clair, 
grandly. 

44 P said nothing about foreclosing the mortgage,* 4 
said Newby, drily. * *• 

44 Then you won’t ” 

44 I shall do nothing at present. Things can remain 
as they are until the mystery of my brother’s death 
is cleared up. ( Then I shall return here, to* explain 
how yott have misjudged me. Mi& Clair H turned 
to Dorothy — 44 sinc&e it appears that my wife is still 
alive, Iriiave to ask your pardon for forcing my atten- 
tions on you. But, believe me, they were dictated by 
true-love, and 1 was qqite und^r the r delusion that 
Lady Newby ” — he looked «at the tragic woman who* 
was posing in *the lamplight — 44 had gonfc to her ldng 
home.” . * - t 1 • 
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u Like yourself/* said Miss Sanding, in It thrilling , 
voice, “ I have returned, from that bourne whence no 
traveller, as the bard wrongfully says, ever conies 
back.” f 

44 Miss Clair/* said Sir John, taking no notice of 
this appeal to the gallery, 44 you will forgive meV* 

44 Yes/* answered Dordthy, offering tfer hand. She 
had never liked Sis John so much as she did now, 
and quite saw that he had wooed her in all innocence. 
Lady Pan win also was pleased — perhaps because she 
satv that, this obstacle being removed, Dorothy would 
b^able to marry Percy HMlon. • • 

# “ Sir John/* said Lady Pan win, also offering her 

band. 44 You have my profound esteem for the way 
in which 3 t ou have acted in a very*trjdng situation.” 

“ Mr Clair does not give me bis esteem/* said 
Newby, qujckly. . . 

. ” I admit that I have called you a scoundrel, 
wrongfully/* said Clair, iu a grudging 'manner. 
“Apparently you did not know that your wife was 
alive and kicking.** • * . • 

11 1 never kick,” said Miss Sanding, in a?; awful 
voice. “And I cerfainly can testify that Sir* John 
deemed me dead, since we had been parted for years 
and never wrote to gtie another.” 

41 Then Clair to Newby — 44 yoi^ will 

remain here tor the night? ” • • 

44 Thank you, no, said Sir John, with all 
courtly. n I shall take my wife up to Lopdon. 
Perhaps you will older my clothes to be packed, as 
I have not brought a valet with me. Also* send for a 
fly. We will go" up by the ten-thirty. Will you take 
my arm? ” he added, Advancing towards his wife. 
“CalLme Ainv/ whispered that lady, 

44 Wi« jyou take #tny arm, Amy? ’'♦said S if John, 
imperturbably. * 

44 This/* satd#Miss Saudiftg, as sfie obeyed, " repays 
me for years of untold a£ony.” 

Then she drew her husband towards the •drawing- 
room door and .tried to think of an effective speech 
upon which -to t exit, Ruf, ifot having had the part 
of a restored *wife written for her, she could not con- 
ceive what would be best to saf, New% saved the 
situation. 
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c 44 Come <fclong,” he remarked, bluffly and gruffly; 

“ there’s no Mine to be lost. I must get away at 
once.*' f 

Then the door 4 closed upon the reunited pair. Mr 
Clair sank into a seat, looking profoundly miserable. 
Lady 1 ’anwin took up her tatting as though nothing 
had happened, 1 and Ejprotliy stood undecidedly where 
she was. In Mr Clair’s present state of dejection she 
did not know exactly what to sky. It was as 
dangerous to approach him as it would have been to 
touch an African lion. 

“It’sca dreadful business, ” said the squire, after u a 
dead pause. 

“ Very,” assented his sister, calmly. ” But it is 
better we should {t lcai n the truth now than later, 
when Dorothy might have been married.” 

.Dorothy was about to say that she wpuld never 
have married Sir John, when her aunt looked at her # 
wamingly, as if to hint that it was useless T to arouse" 
her father by a futile explanation. ‘VAml after* all, 
Francis,” went on the old flame, ” Sir John is not to 
blame. ”<* 

“I lin not so sure of that,” said^Mr Clair, thrust* 
ing his hands into his pockets. “ A man does not 
go courting until he is quite su;e that his first wife 
is deaej.” 

41 If he happens to have a first wife, Francis. But 
Miss Sanding — or, rather 1 should call her Lady 
Newby — was c\identlv reported dead in a railway 
accident in the States. It lr possible that Sir John 
inquired crtrefullv and found out that she was a 
corpse.” 

” But she wasn’t 1 ” cried fhe squire,o wiathfully, 

” And if she was appearing in America, must 
have .seen the <aam^.” , 

” N6t necessarily, unless he reads the American 
newspapers.” * 

M I think he hafc behaved very badly,” said Clair, 
in a dogged manner.'' *» 

- ” Well, let ns give him the benefit, of the doubt,” 
said Lady l’ftnwin, in ‘atf afniable manner. “It will 
not do to make him angiy. He seen*? ; hclined to 
leave that mortgage alone* so we had better let 
sleeping dogs lie.” 
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0 ° L am glad «that the * mortgage is allowed to 
remain,” said Mr Clair* in anything but a*, grateful 
tone- 41 All the same, it will be difficult to make 
both ends meet. What inisfortunes I have had of 
late! ” he wailed. "I have lost the two thousand 
a year because Newby came to life; and now I have 
lost him as a son-in-law. I fear that our fortune* 
will never mend. We shall all die in £ workhouse. 
It is your fault, Dorothy. Everything was going 
smoothly until you went to the crypt and turned the 
Devil's Ace.*’ 

44 J didn't turn the Ace, father,” said the girl 
quickly. “ And even if I 4iad, t>he misfortune had 
already occurred, seeing that the body was on the 
hiblc. TTgh! ” She shuddered, as she always did 
when thinking of that gruesome experience. 

44 It will be best in my opinion,” said Lady Panwin, 
laying down her work and removing her lorgnette, # 
through whi<$i she had b*een looking at the downcast 
face of her brother — 44 in my opinion, it will begetter, 
Francis,” she added, witty emphasis, 44 if you are 
attending to what I say.” • 

” Yes— what is it ? ” asked the squire, mechanically. 

44 It will be better to allow Dorothy to renew Jier 
engagement with Mr Hallon,” said Lady' Panwin, 
finally. 

“It was never * broken f ” cried Dorothy, 
indignantly. • , # 

Both of them expected* an outburst from Mr Clair, 
but the**old gentleman had gone through too much 
to have the .strength tt> york himself into a ra*ge. 

” Hallon is not rich,” he said, discontentedly. " He 
is agreeable enough, I admit, and may get on. But 
ave must bring money into the family in some way.” 

' 4 Not by mSr ringed ” said the girl, flushing. 

Mr Clai* shrugged his shoulders yi a resigned # w£y. 
“You nuts? please ytmrself,” he said, drearily? *“ I 
can't li^e very long; and as the mortgage must be 
paid, I suppose 'Newby will come and reside* here 
when I am jin njy grave.” # # 

” No,” said Dorothy, eagerly. 44 1 have boen 
talking to Percy, and we are g'iiflg to look •for Abbot 
Hurley's treasure.” * 

44 You'll n£ver find it,” said her father,* bitterly ; 
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“ apd, if you did, the Grown or the Church would 
take it all." 

“ No, Francis, no. You would get a share." 

“ Not enough to pay off this mortgage and keep 
the Manor House in our family, however. Dorothy, 
you can tell Mr Hallon to call again. " 

. “ Dear father! " She wreathed he£ arms round 
his neck. ,{ Then you consent to my marriage with 
him? " 

“Yes, yes, yes! " said Clhir,„ testily. “If be 
fulfils his promise, and learns who killed Richard 
Newby." 

Lacty Panwin looked up in surprise. “ Do you 
still hold him to that ? " 

“Yes, I do. Certainty, he was to discover the 
murderer of Sir John ; but as our friend is now alive 
the assassin oi Richard must be tiaced. I want the 
r slur on the Manor removed." 

41 But no one now can think you have anything to 
do with the matter, father," said Dorotfyy. 

I know that, child. _ All the same, I want to 
know the truth. Newby- may not always be so kind 
about the mortgage; and f want the truth to come' 
to light, so that he may never take the house away." 

“ What do you mean by that?" asked Lady 
Panwin, sternly. 

Clair glanced at th£ door. ‘‘ I believe that Newby 
has 1 something ip do with tae murder," he said, 
softly. * 

44 And you want to know the truth, so a$ to hold 
it over him like a whip! " Said Lady Pan win , rising 
angrily. 44 Francis, if 1 ihought that you meant 
what you say, I should leave your house this night." 

44 1 meant nothing of L the sort," said Clair* 
peevishly, shifting his ground. “ But Newby wants 
the matter ppt right, and if Hallon can hety him, he 
may "‘give the mortgage to Dorothy as a wedding 
gift." 

“ Rum ! " said Lady Panwin, scornfully. 44 You 
are growing old, Francis. If Sir John, as you hint, 
is. concerned in this crime, why shoiild he want th<! 
matteT sifted ? " « <. „ 

“ Because I think that until the truth com^s to 
light he be ir danger of blackmhilf 1 * 
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• “ Proto, whom?” ask^d iDorotlyr, staring. 

“ From that young scoundrel Bezkoff. IS Newby 
were not afraid of Bezkaff, he would not have per- 
mitted him to go the other night. That Russian 
knows the truth, and he will use it Jo force money 
from Newby.” 

“ But surely you don’t think that Sir John killed 
his brother? ” said Lady fanwinj genuinely 
perplexed. , • 

“ Oh,, no. But*he was on the spot at the time, and 
found the body. These scoundrels who kidnapped 
hinf may say that he is guilty.” 

“ # I believe that Sir John Us innocent myself*’ said 
Porolhy in her most emphatic voice. 

“ So do 1,” nodded her aunt. “ He behaved very 
well when that woman entered the' loom. And you, 
Francis ? ” 

“ Yes, I tadieve that is innocent,” said the 

sguire, wrinkling his forehead ; “ and yet his manner* 
is so strange that 1 can make nothing of him. But 
let H&lon learn the truth, and when all is settled you 
can marry. It is a forioAi hope; still, we must* 
try it.” 

“I hope Mr Hallon* will never learn the trutjh if 
its coming to light will put a halter round Sir John’s 
neck,” said Lady Par^win. # 

At this moment th$ fnillionaire entered, and Lady 
Panwin started, wondering if he had* overfieard. 
Apparently he had not,* for he walked up to Clair in 
the mCfet unconcerned ^manner. “The fly is at # the 
door ” said Newby, quietjy, “and my wife is in it. 
Good-bye, Clair.” 

“ You won’t stay? ” said the squire, growing red, 

u No. It i« better that should go back to town.” 

“ Remember that*! do not turn you out.” 

”Yes,* 5 ies!” Njpwby smiled strangely. "Lam 
not angry with you in the least, Clair. Things looked 
black against i^e, I admit* but y&u will find later 
on that I am not quite aP scoundrel. Miss* Clair! 
Lady Panwin !•” He bowed politely. * 

m ” Good-bye, Sk John,” sa*d Dorothy, impulsively* 
seizing his hand. “ Am? I 4iope I’ll g see you soon 
again.” * # • . 

M I hepe not,” said Newby, shaking lifc head and 
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walking to the dooj\ " But f you vcill see me again, 

Miss Clair, not soon, but late, when ” 

“ Yes. When ? M f 

11 When my character } is completely cleared. 
Good-bye! ” * 

“ Now, whaf does that mean ? M asked Dorothy, 
yrhen the door closed, and received no reply. For 
who could answer sjuch a (fuestion ? 



CHAPTER XX 


Jutiss Schwytz, llie Swiss bytier, was a great 
favourite with the other servants of the Manor # House. 

• In the first place, he was very meek, and easily 
guided by the female sex; in the. second, he was by 
no mesfti'i bad-looking, in a mild vVay ; in the third 
place, he could sing- French songs with the voice of 
a lark Certainly these in the kitchen could not 
jindci stand the foreign language, but Jules ryade his 
mea lying so clear with emphasis and gesticulation that 
tli«y thought tlftw knew rfU about it. The cook often 
declared that Ileltan wduld be a desert but for this 
amusing alien. • 

Dorothy also liked Jules, who was always ready to 
do what she wanted. Lady Panwin and Mr Clair 
never took any notify of the little man, save to 
order him about ; bu4 his young mistress was kinder. 
When Jules fell ill, Dorothy, without tellftig her aunt 
— who^was something of a dragon — took him books 
and port wine. Consequently, when Jules recovered, 
he vowed himself to the Service of this angel maiden. 
He was only too ready to carry notes to Percy, when 
Mr Clair had forbidden that young gentleman the 
house, and would have dote more had Dorothy asked 
him. # 

The nyftt day Dorothy sent h note by • Rifles — 
although there was no need of, secrecy now — to 
Hallon, saying /hat the interdict h#d been Tomoved, 
and that he could come again y> the Manor House. 
Jules retutneef with the dismal intelligence * that, Mr 

# Hallon had gone out with ti^s.host and, hostess for-* 
the* day. Dcxrt>thy felt rather gloomy when she heard 
this; but she* could not bteme f ercy, *suice he had 
not known that he had been permitted to return, to 
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Paradise. t She betoojc bersdlf tp the garden, ai\<? sat on , 
the well-known seat under the Dancing Faun, wonder- 
ing how she could pass the time until her lover 
returned in the evening. /Naturally, her thoughts 
strayed in the .direction of / Sir John Newby and his 
possible guilt. She could not bring herself to believe 
that he was really guilty, and yet — as her father had 
stated — his behaviour was peculiar. He was not quite 
the Sir John she had known. He f seemed less firm, less 
domineering; and the change, in some respects, was 
for the better. Sometimes — as when his wife arrived 
on the previous night — she liked him very well ; then, 
again, 'a trifling action on his part would almost make 
her dislike him. It was extremely strange, ahe 
thought, that the millionaire should have changed so. 
Dorothy had always believed Newby to be a. man of 
iron, and could not think that even a shock, such as 
he certainly had experienced, could so alter his 
nature. s 

But of one thing Dorothy was confident ; that her 
father would not permit hc r to marry Percy until the 
mystery of Richard Newby's death was solved. 
Hallon would have to do this, and bring the assassin 
to the gallows ; but Dorothy did not see how he could 
set about it. There appeared to he no starting point. 
Then, after some reflexion, she began to think that 
it would be best for Percv go to Soho, and, if 
possible, trace the hous° wherein Sir John had been 
held prisoner. Then he might learn something likely 
to shew who had kidnapped the millionaire ? and if 
the kidnappers were discovered, they would probably 
prove to be the same people who had murdered 
Richard. 

This was a good idea, Dcrothv considered, until she * 
wondered in what dilection "Percy could explore 
Soho. >Then it occurred to her, by an association of 
ideas, that Jules came from Soho. He had written 
from there when Mr Clair had engaged his sendees 
as butler. The little mah had come cheap, on the 
pica that he wanted to learn the English language. , 
He assuredly had improved :n his Anglo-Saxon 
during the ' six * months' he had been at the Manor, so 
Dorothy had no need to speak Frenph to him. 
Sometimes'’ £he did, but her knowledge of the 
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9 Parisian tongue was not very large, and she; preferred 
to keep to English. However, the main pomt of her 
reflections was that Jules 1 came from Soho, and wonld 
be likely to know the neighbourhood. In fcjpt, he 
might possibly know where some Anarchists lived; 
and since they were all in league with one another — 
at least, Miss Clair supppsed so— in tbjs way might 
be traced the house, which it would be necessary to 
find. Doroth}' tjjeretord went in search of Jules, and 
found him laying the table for luncheon. He knew 
all # about the case, as he had read the papers and had 
been on the spot. Since he was a foreigner, and 
never took any liberties, however kind she was to 
•him, the girl had no hesitation in explaining what 
she wanted. With an English servant, she would 
have been more reticent. In a 'f<?w minutes Jules 
learnt that his* young misti ess wished to know if he 
was aware «jf any house in vSoho where Anarchists 
lived. 9 

“ No, mademoiselle,” said Jules, staring* at? her in 
a Surprised manner ; and 0 be put down his plate- 
basket. “ 1 know nothing of those wicked people.* 
Why do you ask, please? ” 

Then Dorothy explained fully, and told Jules •how 
she wanted Mr Hallow to go up and discover the 
house, if possible, wherein Si* John Newby had been 
confined. Jules listened in silence, liis dart eves 
meekly cast on the . ground. Tnen he made a 
proposition she was far from expecting him to make : 

41 Mademoiselle,” b# said, with some emotion, 

” you «have been very kinfl to me, and I will do any- 
thing* you want. If Mr Hallon goes to Soho, he may 
get into trouble, for there are many bad people*there. 
Now I am foreign, and &ould not be suspected as 
having anything to do witfb your English police. 
Permit \pt?, inadenfoiselle, to oiler you m$» weiy 
humble services.” # # 

” What do yvu mean, Jjules ? ” tasked Miss# Clair, 
straightforwardly, 

“I mead, mademoiselle, that if you will a&k mon- 
sieur your father to* pernjit* me a holiday — say, # to-» 
morrow — I pad go to Soho, wnich I know well, and 
there cgn lefm* all you desire to kpow abput the house 
in which Sir John Newby was shut up.” # 
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u How $an you do*that, Jules? " 

“ I catf go to a restaurant and talk and listen/* 
said the butler. “ Oh, yes, J mademoiselle, there are 
many wicked Anarchists th^re in Soho, and they go 
to dine at restaurants, I will not be suspected, so I 
can ask questions, and learn all. Then I shall return 
tc lay my knowledge at the feet of mademoiselle, who 
has been such an angel to me,” 

Dorothy was delighted, u Oh,* Jules! can you do 
this for me?’* 

" Wjhy, certainty, mademoiselle. I would do much 
more. If you will ask that I procure a holiday — sSy, 
to-morfow — and then ” 

11 Of course — of course! ** Dorothy clapped her* 
hands joyfully. ” How* clever of you, Jules! We 
shall soon know all about Sir John’s imprisonment. 
Then we may be able to trace the assassin.” 

♦ She went away very satisfied, and told her father 
that Jules wanted a holiday. Although the butler 
was badly paid, and had never been away froip the 
Manor since lie had come tjierc, Mr Clair thought that 
*his request was monstious r He sent for Jules, and 
questioned him seveiely as to his reason for wanting 
to gc to Soho. Jules produced the excuse of a father 
who was ill, and who might be dead More his affec- 
tionate son could reach> his bed sick. Mr Clair was 
not a* bad-hearted mail, and cavity beguiled, so he 
graciously gave JuH\s permission to go up to London, 
on the understanding that he was to be back ip time 
to wait at dinner. Then Mr Clair waved Jules grandly 
out of the library, and felt himself quite a benefactor 
to his fellowman. He might not have been so pleased 
with himself had lie seen the amused smile which 
curved the butler’s lips when out of .sight . Jules did 
not like Mi Clair, and foas clever enough tc see his 
many ‘Weaknesses. - -> J 9 

However, permission had been given, and Jules 
went up to London by the eight o’eleck train. That 
same day Percy appeared at the Manor, and was 
formally ' pai cloned by Mr Clair for behaving rudely 
j wheh he was turned out df the house.. Hallon was not, 
aw T are that fie 4iad been rude, and merely smiled in* an 
amused wajj, . as Juks hatl done, Mr Glair always 
wanted to impress people with his grand manner and 
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•condescension! bift only, succeeded in makipg them 
laugh. Fortunately, be was blind to his defects in 
this way, and moved through his small world like an. 
Olympian god amongst interior mortals. 

While he was congratulating himself* in the library 
that he had put Hal Ion in his place, that eager lover 
had wandered * into the garden with Dorothy. They 
sought their usual seat, ahd then, the girl described 
to Percy the circumstances which had led to the 
removal of the interdict. 

” What! ” cried Hallon, greatly astonished. “ Do 
yottfinean to say that Sir John Newby is married? ” 

“ Yes; but he thought his wife toas dead." 

” Humph! I’m not so sure that he did. Sir John 
i$ too clever a man not to make certain. However, 
she has bowled him out, and the way 'is clear for you 
and me. We can walk to the altar now, Dorothy, 
without any obstacle intervening.’* 

“ Don’t be ’too sure of that/’ said Dorothy, signi- 
ficantly. " My father still wants you to unravel the 
mystery of Richard Newby ’s^ death.” 

. ” But that doesn’t trouble him. There is no reason 

why ” 

“ He should be Suspected,” finished Miss Clair, 
quickly. 0 No, there is not, since ray father knew 
Richard but slightly. ,But my father believes that 
Sir John knows about the murder.” v 

“What! Does he believe him to be guilty?” 

“ Oh, no. But he thinks that these Anarchists who 
kidnapped Sir John — I. t told you about that — may 
accuse him of guilt, unless the truth is made known.” 

" StilT,” argued Percy, peiplexed^ “ I don’t see how 
this affects your father, dearest.” 

• ” Well, you see, Sir John has a mortgage on the 
Manor, and although be is inclined to let it remain 
for the present, he may change his mind. My father 
thought that if you learnt the truth, Sir John, out 
of grati tide H from being set f*ee from possible black- 
mail, might give the mortgage to me ’ when I mariy 
you.” 

” Ah! but would he,” said Hallon, sagely, ” seeing 
that he is a disappointed suitor 

“ Yes,” said Dorothy, firmly. " Sir John has 
accepted the situation.” Hallon shrugged his 
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shoulder^. 4t He can do jJothing else, seeing kh?£ hisi 
wife insists upon, coming back to him. Well, if Mr 
Clair wants to know the truth for this reason, and 
will not permit our marriage until the mystery is 
unravelled, I accept the task. But how to begin the 
search,” added Percy, scratching his head, 44 is more 
1 than I can tell. It is like looking for* a needle in a 
haystack.” * 

41 You must begin in Soho*” S3 id Dorothy, eagerly; 
and then she explained her plan, *and how she had 
enlisted the services of Jules* Schwytz. 44 vSo you see, 
dearest, that when Jules comes back to-night with the 
information about" the house you can go there and 
make inquiries, and so learn who kidnapped Sir John 
and killed his brother.” 

14 It is not a bad idea,” pondered Hallon 44 but it 
will not be very easy to carry out. These Anarchists 
«. are very cunning, and they, will not 4 admit "murder.” 
44 Then you agree with me, dear, that* Richard was 
murdered by these Anarchists ? ” 

* 4 Yes— it looks like jjtf All the, same, Sir John's 
behaviour is very strange. I expect what Count. 
Rezkoff says is true, and he is implicated in Russian 
politics in spite of his denials. Well, my darling, all 
we can do is to wait until Jules 1 return. Meanwhile, 
let us dismiss the case, and talk of our future.” 
And this they did for quite two hours, until Lady 
Panwin summoned them to afternoon tea. 

Then an unaccountable thing happened — at least, 
it . was unaccountable in the squire's eyes. Jules 
never appeared to wait at dinner, and Mr Clair was 
exceedingly angry at the liberty which" the biltler had 
taken. He blamed himself for having been too kind, 
and prepared a crushing reproof for % Jules when he 
re-appeaied. The Swiss, however, never came that 
night., nor did 1 rz turn up the next morning. Even 
when the dinner hour came round once more he was 
still, missing, s'o Mr Clair announced ^'determin- 
ation to dismiss him when he tame back again. 

14 That is,” said’ the indignant squire, 44 if the 
scoundrel dares to shesv his face in my house.” 

But JuSes never " cAme‘ back. Three days elapsed, 
and still he was absent. Not a letter**or a card, or 
even a telegram, *came to explain why he ,had taken 
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i—verj; appropriately — French leave; and great was 
the sorrow in the Manof kitchen *for the los$ of the 
favourite. Dorothy was seriously alarmed, as she 
thought that the poor little man might have got into 
trouble with the Anarchists. 

“ You must not think of going to Sdho,” she said 
to Hallou. 11 IJerhaps Jules has been killed, and these # 
horrid people would kill you.” * 

“ I shall certainly ^go ” said Hallou, obstinately. 

” It would not be»riglit for me to let a little rat like 
Jules go where I was afraid to go myself. Will your 
iatluu* communicate with the police?” 
u No. He simply thinks that Jules has run avyay.” 

<f Is not liis box here? ” 

•** Yes; but theie may be nothing of value in it.” 

n My cjear, a man's private possessions* liowevei 
cheap, are always of value to him. Jules lias 
undoubtedly been killed, or else he lias been captured 
like Sir John* If he is shut up in that loom, I must * 
go and look* for him.” • 

” BuA how can you find £lie house, Percy? ” 

” f must think* about that^ my dear.” 

Dorothy was very fearful lest her lover should "get 
into trouble with the Anarchists— that is, if Anarch- 
ists were mixed up in the mysterious business — and 
did not want him to venture. But Hallon insisted, 
and left her in tears wlfev he returned to the Minters, 
wondering how he wa£ to find thejbouse.* Tb£n it 
vva.s that fortune stood kis friend. ^ 



CHAPTER XXJ 

Willy was alone when Halloa came hack, and 
immediately asketj if Jules had been heard of. * The 
man had now been absent for four days, and -Willy 
wondered, as every one else did, if he had been 
murdered by those who were anxious to hide the name 
of Newby’s assassin. Hallon told her that Jules was 
yet absent, and then mentioned his .determination to 
* go to Soho ond search. Willy beaTd hjm in silence, 
and did not attempt to dissuade him. Then §he 
lookea up. 

44 If I could help you~u— ” 

u But you can’t, my deal girl. “What do you know- 
about Soho?” said Percy, impatiently* 

Willy did not immediately reply. She was wonder- 
ing if it would be wise for her to relate her adventure 
with Count BezkofL .She gurssed that Percy would 
scold her, and she did not hkc to be scolded. Never- 
theless, f<5r Dorothy’s sake,, it would not do for her 
to allow him to rush blind-folded into danger, as 
Jules apparently had done. ^ 

” If I tell you something,” she said, Slowly, " you 
tnust promise not to be angry.” 

44 No. How could I be angry with you ? I have , 
no right to be. What is' it? ” * 

Miss Minter wasted- ho time in fencing, but related 
thd flight and the saving of Count Bezkoff, Hallon 
was, As she expected, very angry, and told^her that 
she had done a rash thipg. . 

" You ought to have given the man in charge. I 
expect'" he knows tne whole truth.” 1 • 

41 He said that he did not/” sai$ Willy, defending 
herself. * > ^ 

#< Of copuyse, a scoundrel like that fta~£ld,” 

1 x6$ 
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* , ”fee*is*not a scoundrel. He is? very good-looking. M 

Hajlon laughed scornfully. 41 That is &> like- a 
woman. All handsome men are angels, and all ugly 
people devils. Well, and why dad you tell me this ? ” 
u I ' shall explain, if you 11 stop scowling at me.” 

“ There ” — Hallon smoothed his brow— 1 * after all, 
it is not my place to correct you. 1*11 Jeave that to 
Billy.” * 

“ You mustn’t teH iBilly,” said Miss Minter in 
alarm. 

“ Very well, I won’t. Go on; what is it? ” 

Willy handed him Count Bezkoff’s card. “ You 
sew that the address is in Soho. Now this may be the 
•very house where Sir John was taken to. Go there, 
and see Count Bezkoff. He may be able* to explain 
what has become of Jules. 0 *' 

“ By Jove ! ” said Hallon, copying down the 
address on the card, * for Willy refused to part 
with it altogether. “ I expect he knows all about 
the kidnapping and the murder, and the where- 
abouts of Jules. v Perhaps -he killed Richard Newby 
himself.” * * 

“You have no*ri$it to say that,” cried Willy, 
furiously. * 

Hallon whistled, as he returned the card, and 
looked at her curiouulv. “ You don’t mean to say 

that BezkofTs good 5ooks have ” • 

“If you don’t hold your tofigue,” ‘ interrupted 
Willy, with flaming cheeks, '* I shall never speak to 
you again*” And she. dashed out of the room, with 
a defiant look over her Shoulder. 

The young tnan was vexed and uneasy, since he 
saw that Bezk off’s undeniably good looks had im- 
pressed the -girl. Jt was ' strange, he thought, that 
so usually sensible a young woman should be caught 
by outvC'prfa show. However, she* had rendered* him 
an undoubted service, and tjiere would be time enough 
to talk her out of a possible infatuation when he came 
back from Soho. Having come., to this conclusion, 
Hallon mAde his plans for the journey. 

• Very wisely, he said 1 nothing ;to Dorothy about his 
venture, a$ h% guessed sfie would only fret did she 
know that he c was walking 0 into possible danger. He 
therefore made an easy excuse of seeing* after sqtne 
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details of his motor business*, and next day caught 
the late 'afternoon train. 

It was after five o’clock when Hallon found himself 
in a shabby street in vSoho, jmd at the door of a shabby 
house. RaffishTooking men and dishevelled women 
loafed about, laughing and talking, mostly in foreign 
tongues. The street seemed to be a portion of the 
Continent, or, rathei , resembled the Plains of Sliinai, 
so many were the tongues spokdn. ^ Hallon congratu- 
lated himself that his revolver was in his hip-pocket, 
and rather regretted that he had not asked Billy to 
share ^the adventurp. It, would have been one after 
that young gentleman’s own heart. However, here 
was Hallon on the threshold of the mystery, and he* 
had to go through with the matter. 

A slim, olive-coniplexioned woman, distinctly 
French, opened the door, and when Petcy, in her own 
tongue, asked for Count •Bezkoff, she not only 
admitted that he resided there, but shewed him into 
a small, dingy room on the ground floor. Wlupi she 
f went upstairs to tell the^ Russian about his visitor, 

* Hallon glanced round the* ill-smelling, ill-looking 
apartment, and wondered that, so *clean and smart a 
man- as Bezkoff, and an aristocrat at that, should 
inhabit so mean a dwelling. But on second thoughts 
he remembered that pesluips tin?' was only the Count \s 
official! Anarchistic address. Then again came the 
reflection tlfat Bezkoff had given this address to Willy. 
Yet it seemed incredible that he could expect an 
English lady to> visit him *in so disreputable a 
neighbourhood. v » 

Buried in these thoughts, Hallon stood by the dirtyj 
window, looking out on to the dirty, narrow street. u 
Behind him the door was opened, ami so quietly 
that he did not know anyone had enteredf until a 
shatfl Was thrown brer his head. * At once* the young 
man gripped his revolver ; but before he could draw 
it many hands grasped lijjn, and in^nediately after- 
wards a .stunning bjow on the head reduced him to 
unconsciousness. Hallon *s last thought, as he fell to * 
•the ground- was that yi Hail'd' victim, in the person* 
of himself, had been added to the Anarchistic list. 1 



•CHAPTER XXII 

Hoison, the rural constable,, always complained that 
Beltan seemed to have a magnetic attraction lor all 
sorfc* and conditions of tramps. He certainly was 
light in thus speaking, for on occasions unusual 
numbers of ragged, unkempt figuit*» congregated on 
the roads between Axleigli and Beltan. Also, at 
various times, fliany gipsies, with their caravans and. 
horses and tfibes of chifdren, trailed along tlje high-* 
\?ays to catnp on the common, looking picturesque 
enough, but deqidedly dangerous in their wildness. 
Why these vagrants, gip^y hnd Gentile, should thus * 
make Beltan a rendezvous was not clear. Tlie neigh- 
bourhood was not* weal thy, nor were the villagers 
generous to the poor. But the army of tramps 
regularly drifted aeiosg the country twice and thrice 
a year, either making for the*, north of England or 
dropping southward to the Channel. • * 

Billy Minter and his Sistei had their abode on the 
high road, and, therefore, found their cottage # so 
infested by these undesflatye creatures that oftentimes 
they made up their minds to remove. But the cottage 
was very pretty and cheap. Willy desired to % live 
•near Dorothy, to whom she was greatly attached, and 
her brother found Bfcltan to he a convenient distance 
from Eo^/dQn, to which city he \%ent*once a jv$ek, 
either on business of pleasure. For these sufficient 
reasons * the two remained# wdiere ‘they were^ but 
waged continual warfare •with the wastrels* who 
.begged . lv>t that the Mintcrs did not feel ior the 
misfciy of the poor;# but, Jo tell the truth, this , 
particular clas$ <3f pauper *wa» 'not hoyerft. Billy 

prided himself # on his bree^ of fowls, as much as 
Willy dijl on her household linen,* and tfhfcn articles 

yfiC * 
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and birds disappeared on 'occasions/ their owner? did 
not feet very genial towards the next possible 
depredator who appeared at* their back door. 

On the day that Percy Hallon went to London, on 
the quest which had ended so badly' for him, Willy, 
returning frorn the Manor House at six o'clock, was 
((accosted in the gloaming by a wild looking figure in 
ragged garnfents and armed with a formidable cudgel. 
Front his speech— what she rould hear of it, for he 
spoke softly — lie seemed to be foreign, but what his 
nationality might be she could not determine. His 
greasy hat was pulled well down over bis eyes, f and 
only £he tip of hie nose was visible above a heavy 
moustache and a grizzled black beard. He held* out 
a hand a#d mumbled something about starvation. 
Willy was not , hard-hearted, and placed a penny in 
his hand. As she did so the tramp's fingers closed 
,over her own. * 

44 Let me go! How dare you! ” cried c Miss Minter, 
not at all afraid, although the road was deserted. 
" I’ll give yon in charge.” 

“ Perhaps it would be 'safer for me to be in g&ol,” 
said the tramp in excellent English, and with a 
refined accent. * 

Willy pulled her hand away and stepped back 
astonished. She knew the voice, yet could not tell 
who spoke. 44 

44 Who are you,? ” ,J 

14 Cupid in disguise. I ove in a mask,” said the 
tramp, airily. 

4il Then, with a swift glancifc around, he pulled off, 
not only liis hat, but his hair and bea.d and 
moustache. From ugly he became handsome,, ftom 
old fie became young, from black he became golden. 

Willy gasped, 44 Count Bezkofif ” ’ 

44 At your ^ser^ice, now and always,” - said the 
Count * graceful^, and carefully replaced disguise. 

44 Why are yoa here?,” asked Miss Mirrler, con- 
fused! 44 Why are you d-essed so dreadfully? ” 

41 You are the cause,” said Be&koff, somewhat 
sadly. 

44 1 am the caused * What nonsense you talk ! 
Explain.” 

44 Here, in the high road, at this house, in this 
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•condition of rags and tatters? " said Bezkoff „ rapidly. 
" That would be unpleasant for you, Miss Minter, and 
dangerous for me." * 

" Why dangerous for you? " 

"There are many eyes pn me,"* said Bezkoff, 
sinking his voice. 

Willy looked round witl; a nervous air, u Vou are* 
talking veiy strangely, Count'," she said, wondering 
what it all meant. * * 

11 1 can explain my strangeness, if you will take 
me to your* cottage." 

"In that dress! What W 9 uld the servants say? " 
"^They would applaud your generosity in giving 
a weary* old tramp a piece of bread and a drink of tea 
on your lawn. Never fear. I have played many a 
part like? this, and no one will guess?" 

" My brother .is at home," said *Willy, hesitating. 

" I am ptgfectly ready to reveal myself to your • 
brother." 

"Tlmt w5uld be dangerous," she said, hurriedly. 

" II« nas not a good opinit>y of you. Mr Clair " 

• " I quite understand," interrupted Bezkoff^. quickly. 
"Pardon my rudepess. but we cannot talk here. 
Take me to your lawn/ in my character of a tramp. 

1 can explain much to yourself and to your brother. 
Much," repeated BezkwfL significantly, " which may 
help to unravel the tirfystery • of Richard Newby’s 
death." • * 

" But — but— will what you are about to say 
incriminate you? " , * 

Bezkoff laughed, but hi« blue eyes filled with a 
tender light as he glanced furtively at the girl. He 
# quite understood that she was concerned about his 
‘safety. s , 

" 1 am* not altogether wlfkt I should be, Miss 
Minter," *hG said, frankly; "but* I think when I 
explain pctyself to you and to Mr Minter, that neither 
of you will have so bad an obinion ol me as, say, Mr 
Clair has." / * 

• 'Wjlly hejfttatea no longer. Catching up her* skirts, 
sjie walked swiftly hleng the .road, and Bezkoff 
followed at a slow pace. * Th£_ cottage* was only a 
stone’s-throtf* dtstant, and Miss Minter, entering the 
gates, intimated that the so-called tramp saould seat 
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himself .on the dry lawn* while she went i if side for 1 
food. Bezkoff therefore dropped wearily on to the 
burnt turf, as he really 1 was tired, and watched 
Willy’s white dress vanish within doors. 

“She is as. sweet and 'fragrant as a flower,” the 
Russian told himself, “ and as noble in her looks as 
<a goddess. r Strange, that having escaped woman’s 
wiles for so many years, I should fall in love with a 
country lady. And my love was born of a glance. I 
think her love has been bom also . 0 Well, perhaps, 
this evening she may shew some sign of interest in 

me. And then ” PJe paused and shuddered. 

44 I ahi taking a perilous path , ’ ’ he concluded, r and 
looked eastward, to where Abbot Hurley’s Tower rose 
blackly against the pale sky. 

Shortly Miss' M inter emerged with Billy at her 
heels Brother and sister walked straight to where 
. Bezkoff lounged on the sward. * 

44 You are Count ” began Billy, brusquely, 

when 'the Russian cut him ‘diort. 

44 No names in the oyevi,” he sa*d, softly. “The 
night has a thousand eyes, and ears, too, for all I 
know.” 

if What the dickens do you mean?” asked Billy, 
taken aback. 

44 I shall tell you, if you will take me into yonder 
arbojir.” 

44 No,” *aid Billy, after ,a glance at his sister. 
41 Come into the house.” 

“In this dress? ” Bezkoff rose, and looked doubt- 
fully at his rags. r 

44 Pooh ! ” said the young man. “ We are supposed 
to be eccentric, and entertaining a tramp cannot make 
our reputation ivorse. Cdme aioijg.” 

Bezkoff obeyed, feeling that Billy was friendly. 
And,« indeed, Mr Minter, who v;as invariably guided 
by Willy, had just received a rapid explanation of 
her adventure with the Russian when he had taken 
Tefuge behind the hedge. ** Bijly, beitesj less suspicious 
than Percy, had not scolded his sister. Of course, he* 
wfifs on his guard, gs Mr Clait hag reported Bezkoff 
to be a rascrl. All tne s&me, fye wished to give him 
the benefit of the doubt uutil he explained why he 
was masquerading as one of the submerged tenth. 
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• Therefore, in a tew xnjnnfbs tlie trio were seated in 
Billy's study, with the door and* window clfcsed, and 
the lamp lighted. The first thing Bezkoff did, when 
free from possible observation, was to remove his 
disguise; and Billy started when lie # saw the hand- 
some, refined face of the young man. It did not look 
like the face? of a blackmailer. # 

14 Will you both promise to k^ep whdt I am about 
to tell you secret, until I give you leave to speak? ” 
asked Bezkoff, Tvhen seated. 

“ Why should we? ” asked Billy, bluntly. 

* Because, if you speak before it is necessary, there 
wjjl be dangei from AnarMiislsC . 

. 7 * Pooh f ” said Billy, coolly. 44 I don’t l)dieve in 

such cattle.” ’ # 

14 Yet 1 am one,” said Bezkoff, smiling oddly 
4 * So Mr Clair says. lie also^ declared that you 
tried to blackmail him/’ 

# “I did,” assented the Russian, wincing. # 

Billy’s young face grew hard. “ Then you are a 
blackguard, after all f ” « 

Bezkoff glanced side\wayS at Willy’s anxious face* 
44 I was. I am not now, Mr Minter, A11* angel met 
me and changed *ny*natuie. Not that it was # ever 
veiy bad,” added the young man, laughing nervously. 

44 My*p resent position is owing to family misfortunes 
and to political faiydtcism. tBut I see clearly now, 
what I never saw before, that my county caffnot be 
saved by bombs.” * 

Billy jumped up. 44 Good heavens, are you one of 
thos<^ beastly murdeiers t wln> blow people up? * 
Bezkoff choked down a laugh. 41 No, 1 have never 
taken any one’s life, Mr Minter, not even that of 
Richard Newby.” ‘ * 

“ Yes, yes! ” ftrokc in •Willy quickly; 44 that is 
what )60i?came to explain, Count, is it not? ” 

44 Not* precisely, since I do not know wlio ’killed 
Newby.” • • 

44 Then do A r on know M Jules 5fchwytz is * alive ? ” 
^sked Bill}". ' ■ , 

Bezkoff looked ostentatiously surprised. Who 
he? ” . * • r 

44 The Sutler at the ftfcmor House. He went to 
Sohaio sec, cn behalf of Miss Clair, pf^Jic could find' 
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the house wherein Sir John Newby was confined.- He 
has disappeared.” 

44 And,” added Willy, before the fount could speak, 
44 Mr Hallon, whom you met, has gone to the address 
you gave me, to see you/ and inquire about Jules 
Schwytz.” 

99 When? ” asked Bezkoff, quickly, and changed 
colour. <■ 

94 To-day— -this afternoon.” „ . 

Bezkoff bit his lip. 99 1 wish yoi* had not given 
him that address, Miss Minter. There may be 
danger.” t 

41 Danger?-” echoed Billy, angrily. 44 And you 
gave my sister that address, so she tells me, tnat 
she might see you in London.” 

44 I did rfot wish her to come to that place,” said 
Bezkoff, hurriedly, 14 and so you see me here, dis- 
guised. I could not come as myself, seeing that 
Mr Clair has put the police on me. But that house 
in Soho is dangerous. I trust that Mr JEIallon will 
not get into trouble.” # . 

44 Can’t you save him ? ” asked willy, turning 
white. ' 

44 He may not lie in danger/ said the Count, 
reassuringly, 44 and yet he was foolish to go there. 
My fault, I admit. I should not have givA you 
that address.” “ . 

44 She might hav^ gone there herself,” fumed Billy. 

44 No; I came down to pi event that. But 1*11 go 
at once to Loudon, after 1 have explained myself to 
you; -and if Mr Hallon is in trouble I shall save him 
even at the cost of my own life.” 

44 Oh ! ” — Willy started to her feet — 44 is it as 
dangerous as that ? ” 

44 Yes,” said Bezkoff, sfcnply; 44 that Soho house is 
full of danger.” , 

44 16 ft f the house wherein Sir John was coLfined? ” 
asked Billy. t 

The Prussian looked at him doubtfully. 99 1 cannot 
answer that question as yet, Mr MinteL.” 

44 You promised to speak plainly.” 

44 As plairly as I can/* But* I must „ consider *py 
own life. Should X reveal too much I may be shot, 
or stabbed/* t 
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^ ® # * 

fi Tell me one thing,” said * Willy, sitting down 
again. “ Was Richard .Newby killed in nlisfcake for 4 
Sir John ? ” 

“ I cannot tell yon.” . 

“ Did the Anarchists kill him ? ” • 

" I cannoj tell you.” 

" That means you will not ? ” # • 

“ It means that I cannot. I am only a humble 
member of tli% sofiefy, Miss Minter. The Vowels 
know the truth. I do not/* 

“ The Vowels ? ” said Billy, perplexed. 

*Bezkoff gave the same .explanation to him as he 
hftd given to Sir John Newby on the Manbr lawn 
and then continued : “1 wish to tell yon both how 
I came to be connected with such a society. The 
history will not take me long." • 

*' Go on/’ «said Willy, looking* at him intently. 

“ To b® brief, ” said Bezkoff, "I was bom «nt 
• Moscow, .anrl my parents were wealthy and noble. 
Owing to the jealousy of a high official, rfiy lather 
ufos accused ox conspiracy* and was exiled to Siberia. 
He escaped, and relifl-tied. The police • cams aftdt 
him, and he wa« cjy^tured in my mother's boudoir. 
In trying to defend him she was shot.” ♦ 

“ tth ! ” said Willy, in horror. 

” Yes,” said the ^issian,« and rose, his blue eyes 
blazing with swill anger , 4 and looking like two 
sapphires, " you happy English people ^cannot under- 
stand what we suffer from a corrupt Government. 
My father returned* to Siberia and died there in 
nustry; my mother, a$ I say, was shot. My only 
sister and myself were turned out to starve in the 
streets, and our wealth was seized by the high official 
who had # caused* all tne trouble ; and then Anna 
disappeared.” 

u ronr sister IP said Billy.* “ What became of 
her?*” # • 

Bczkoff made a gesturV of despair. " Da not ask' 
me. All I /an say is that, when I was starving in 
£t. Pet^sburg, her body was aragged fronf the Neva. 
Oh ! ” — he clenched • hig ih^pds as Willy uttfcred *a 
pitying exclamation — “ can you wonder that I hat$ 
the rottefc government tfhich .has ruined inv family* 
without cause? I joined a new eociety*that had been 
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formed, w)iieh was to work in * England ; its aim wad 
r to try and accumulate monpy to assist the down- 
trodden millions of my country in one’ gigantic effort 
to upset the present wicked men who aie in power. 
You know what . they are- -you have read the horrors 
of the war — of Red Sunday — of the prisons — of— but 
why go on? You cannot understand — things with us 
are too terrible.” 

There was a sympathetic 1 sflenge. Then Billy 
spoke: " And this society?” 

“ It is called the Vowel vSociety, as I have 
explained,” said Be/koff, , rapidly. “ I got money 
from my uncle, who'' in fact, allows me an income, 
not knowing that I am a member of the society. But 
I have joined it in the hope of aiding my country. 
Should I leave it I would be killed ” 

“ Do you want to leave it > ” said Willy, abruptly. 

** Yes,” said Bezkoff, and brought his ha-ad heavily 
on the table. ” As soon as I can 1 hope to w lea\e it, 
but I do so at the cost of my immediate dt ‘tli, 

unless ” f * - 

‘ “ Hitftss what ? ” asked Billy, deeply interested. 

Bezkoff started and passed Ins' hand across his fore- 
head. . " Don't ask me that — yet,” he said, signifi- 
cantly; “ but I found the society was as corrupt as 
the Government it fought against, J see now, what 
I did not see when 1 joined, find. violence will not 
save Russia, ri do not care to be forced to blackmail 
English gentlemen— to insult English ladies. At the 
daggers point I have beer force d^to do things against 
which my soul revolts. Mr Clair did well to sairn 
me. Since we had — as we thought — lost Sir John, and 
his millions, I was sent to extort money from Mr 
Clair. You know how he defied me; bow l’was turned 
, from his house in disgrace— 1— a Russian noble But 
I shall btf.Bec some day. How, I k«now not.” 7 

" How many members are there of this society? ” 
asked Biljy, bluntly. 

” Only thirty, who are controlled byVfive more — 
A, E, I, Or and U, as I told 3*011— thirty-five members 
in all. c The ai^n is to get rn^ney in anyrway, honestly 
or dishonestly, <,as occasion serves. Wj? tried 1 <5 
^jiveiglc Sir John Newby into our nets I was 
' chosen to do *0, and therefore I came to know him. 
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Bu£ lit was too clever, dnd w^uld^ not* dp business 
with us. But Richard— — ** • # 

“ Richard Newby was* mixed up in these matters, 
you mean ? ” 

“ I think so — I am Almost sure*” said Bezkoff, 
vehemently. ** There was, I fancy, some idea of 
trading on the resemblance between the rich brother 
and the pool' one. But I cannot be certain. 1 failed 
with Sir John, and* Richard was taken charge of by 
another membef of our society. It was E who sent 
him to St Petersburg — but he did not go, for some 
reftson. He came down here, and here was killed.* * 

• ‘But who by? — who* by?** demanded* Billy, 
insistently. 

“ I cannot say. Perhaps by the member who was 
sent ta spy on him. I was told t<* go to the Manor 
and state thaj Mr Clair had struck the blow, since 
Mr Clair h^d been seen by our spy near the Cuckoojs 
, Grove. But I swear,” said BezkofI, earnestly, “ that 
1 ai^L as ignorant of the real truth as you art. I tell 
you these things, because* j;ou, Miss Minter, have done 
me a seivice, and I wish both you and your brother to 
think well of m£. Jules Scliwytz may have been 
captured when he whs spying. Mr Rallon may be 
detailed also. If this is so', these things point to the 
fact that the Anarchists hav§ to do with the murder 
of Richard, who certainly involved in their 

scheme.* * * ^ • 

“ But/* broke in Bilfy, quickly, “ you are a member 
of the society, so ygu ought to know everything.*' 

" 9 n l.y F lve know everything/* said Bezkoff, 
decisively. “ I am a very humble member of the 
society. However, I shall go back to vSoho aty! learn 
what I cyi; bnj let ftie impress upon you the 
necessity of leaving matters in my hands. Should 
you call fn the aict of the police, *Mr Halkm ^d* Jules 
may foe ’killed.** • 

“ Oh, poor Dorothy’ ** (fried Wifly, rising, jmd very 
pale. “ You /must save •Mr Hallc?n — you must save 
lym! *» • * 

” I swear thpt I *will if .he js in danger/* sa>d th£ 
Russian, impressively, atid catching her hand; 11 for 
your sakb* •T-liss Mint erf I shall save him, even \ 
at thfc* cost of my own life.” * * \ 1 
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Willy withdrew her hatfd, No— no! I do not 

wish that;” she said, reluctantly. 

“Let us inform the police ! ” observed Billy, 
greatly excited. 

“ You have forgotten my warning, Mr Minter. 
Say nothing to the police, at all events for the 
present. If you do, Hallon will be smuggled out of 
the way. and in sotiie manner put to death. It is 
all my fault,” groaned the ycung man. “ I, should 
not have given 3'ou that address, Miss Minter; but 
in the excitement of the moment I never reflected of 
the danger of doing so. It struck me afterwards, and 
so I came in disguise, as I c said, to stop you from 
going to Solio. But I nevei "dreamt that you would 
send any one else to the bouse.” 

“Then what 4 s to be done?” asked Willy, 
anxiously. 

Bezkoff, who had assumed hi<; disguise again, turned 
quickly. “ I have told you , Miss Minter, I’ll go up 
and see what I can do.” lie moved towards the <Joor. 
“ As soon as I can, I shaU write — o->ly give me a 
week, to do what I can. Only one thing remains to 
be said. Should you bear nothing of me or Hallon 
or Jules within a week, search the vault.” 

Billy rose, quite amazed. “ Search the vault ! ” 
he echoed. “ Do you mean Abbot Hurley’s crypt? ” 

“The same!” Bezkoff opeoed the door. “ The 
whole secret, of ^thefie troubles, and, I truly believe, 
of the murder itself, is to be found in the vault. Wait 
for a week, and then search. o Good-bye! ” And 
with one last glance at Willy', and a nod to, her 
brother, the Russian passed out of the room and house 
and grounds, so rapidly that he was gone almost 
before they could realise hi*? absence. 

When alone, brother a ad sister',' deeply agitated, 
looked at one another. “ How infernally' muddled 
everything is! ” said Billy, in a disconsolate tone. 
“ What is to be done ? ” 

“ We must obey the Count, and wait^for a week,” 
said Willy, firmly. “ If we do not ” 

“What then?” 

* “ You heaid what lit said. ‘ Percy" will be mur- 
dered! ” * € , 



‘chapter XXIII 

WttLY Mintbr was a healthy girl, with great control 
ower her emotions. But the ne&t morning she was 
• unable to get up, and so passed a few hours in bed. 
The statements of Bezkoff were so novel §to one who 
led so* quiet a life as she did, tttat she could not 
realise how sarious the position df Hallon might be. 
But when be did not return the same night, she begaji 
•to believe; that he had indeed met with foul plav in 
the iouse alluded to. Billy, not finding he* at the 
breakfast-table ,• came in hud discussed the situation. 
In the zeal of his friendship he was about to. start* 
off for Axleigh in the car and communicate with 
Inspector Trust. Willy, however, reminded* him 
again of Bezkoff’s warning of the danger to Hallon 
should the police interfere, #nd expressed her firm 
conviction that, sin#e the Russian had gone fyack to 
Soho, any danger whi<;h Percy mfghfc4>e*in would be 
considerably neutralised by his presence. After some 
argument, Billy saw*the common sense of this, and 
they* mutually agreed *to tnist in the Russian. 
Considering the circumstances, they could do nothing 
else. So all that remained was to wait until Jlezkon 
wrote, telling what had hipnened, or to expect, in the 
face ©f#w£at they had surmised, the return of Percy 
himsdf., • • * «* • 

Sinae Willy was, therefore, in bed, with* more or 
less shattered nerves, she* was notable to gjp to the 
Manor House/ as usual, to see Dorothy. Ana she did 
not wish* to go, since she had promised Bezk*off, along 
with Billy, to hold her tongue,, and Dorothy wotfld be. 
certain to atek questions difficult to. tLnswet about f 
Percy *8 afoefioe. It thus happened th^ Dorothy put V 
into execution a plan which she had conceived a few 

*75 • ‘ 
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days before, 'when Percy tcflke <3 of going to the Soho 
house. Miss Clair was, of course, quite ignorant that 
Hallon had gone, since he lihd made an excuse, and 
merely thought that his motor business was detaining 
him longer in town than he expected. She wished 
to go to Kensington and see Sir John Newby, .and 
learn by persistent questioning if he reaWy could not 
remember the 'number; and street of the house in which 
Jules was possibly incarcerated. * Then, as Dorothy 
thought, she would be able to tell 'Percy when he 
came back that she had found the house, and that 
all he had to do was to inform the police, who woivld 
at once> raid the place to find the missing butler. 
There would be no need then — so Dorothy considered 
— for Hallon to rKk his life in so undesirable a neigh- 
bourhood. It wafvin Dorothy’s mind to tell Willy of 
her plan, but as Miss Minter did not make her 
appearance, and the girl was pressed for. time, she 
went off to Beltnn Station without troubling to, 
explain.* By half-past ten o’clock Dorothy \ftas iq the 
train on her way to Fcnchurch-street, and very 
anxious tojeach the end of her journey. 

Lady Pan win had readily given her niece permission 
to call on Sir John, a.s she wished Dorothy to invite 
Mrs Broil and her companion. Julia Flint, to the 
Manor. The fact is that Lady panwin, being bitten 
by the detective fever, wished to make a few 
inquiries about, Einhard Newby’s past life on her 
own account, and learn, if pos&ble, if there was any- 
thing therein which would poiqt out the motive for 
the assassination, as well as Die name of the assassin. 
Mrs Broil, who had nursed the millionaire and his 
brother, would, I ady Panwin thought, be tlie person 
most likely to supply the information, and she 
directed Dorothy to get Her to come down tc> Beltan 
for a ( few d*ys. Once Mrs Broil was at the Manor, 
Lady Pan win was very certain that she would be able 
to screw all needfill information out of her. There- 
fore, MiSs Clair wC*nt to toWu, as has been stated. 

Dorothy had been somewhat surprised that lift 
grim ^aunt had allowed her to go alone to London, 

, ‘and to the Kfruse of one who had, on tke face of ft, 
} behaved so haaly as the secretly married Sir John. 
But when sic reached Fenchurch-street Station, she 
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leaftit Tthat Lady Panwin was not quite «&• confiding 
as she had thought. In .other words, Dorotfiy passed * 
the barrier to find Lady Panwin at her heels, and was 
first made aware of her presence by feeling her aunt’s 
arm. slipped within her own. Seeing that she had* 
left the old dame at the Manor, it was something of 
a shock to behold her in London, and Dorothy gasped* 

44 Aunt ! Aunt ! ” • 

44 Flesh and tjlood*, fhy dear,** said Lady Pan win, 
coolly. 44 After you left 1 thought it was scarcely 
right for you to so alone to Camden Hill, and be in 
th«f company of Lady Newjby, as I am sure $uch a 
foqj would insult you. 1 therefore dressed in five 
.minutes, and reached the station immediately before 
the train left. You were in a carriage, 1 fcxpect, and 
did not* see me arrive. lt”s lucky tnat you did not,” 
added Lady Pynwin, arranging her mantle, grimly. 

“ I must ha* r e been a sight, as, to tell the truth, my 
$ear, I ran nearly all the way to the station. JFoolJsh 
work^for a woman of my years.” 

Dorothy could not help* laughing. The idea of • 
stately Lady Pan win, tlfc widow of a Peef, rushing 
along in the hot sunshine and amidst clouds of dust, 
made her almost hysterical. The old dame laughed 
herself, but rebuked her niece by patting her on the 
cheek. • • 

“ You have no ie'^erence fcfr old age, my dear,” 
she said, good-humouredly. 44 Coifie *^k>ifg down to 
the Mark -lane Station. We’ll reach Kensington High 
Street by the underground railway, which is cheap 
if stufjy.” • 

*' You seem to know London well, aunt.” 

44 Any one who is a pauper knows London tvell,” 

4 said J^ady Pan win, ^not at *al^| ruffled. 44 As the wife 
of Panwjn x should have been left a good income, 
and then I would Jiave been as* ignorant aft? ihost 
people ar£ of things every one wifji sense otight to 
know. JBut the present Lofd Panw^p is a skmfliut, 
and 1 had no proper marnage settlement, so here I 
• am . a pauper. ” * . 

4 ^You ought to.mafry aggin, jumtie,” s^id Dorothy, 
Vhqn they were on their way, underground to 
Kensington.** # # • 

Lady* Pan win laughed. 44 Pm a pretty figure of a 
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WiCfcaan to many again, my de&r. Tall, gaunt, black 
as a gipsy, and with the temper of Old Nick. Who 
would take me to the altar? ” 

" Aunt I Aunt ! You misjudge yourself. You are 
not stout, which is all the better at your age. You 
have a fine skin and wonderful dark ey$s, and good 
teeth, and when you pay attention to dress — which 
you do not, as you know, dear^you are as handsome 
a woman of your age as one can see. Then your 
manner — when you like — is per feet.’ * 
f< And veiy bad when I don’t like,” said Lady 
Panwin, in high good humour. “ Dorothy, you iire 
an arrant flatterer. I used to be handsome before 
keeping Francis's house wore me to the skin and • 
bone you see before you. Besides, I don’t want to 
marry again. Men are such fools. Sir John' Newby 
— as he was,” said Lady Panwin, with -emphasis, u is 
the sole sensible man 1 have met, and eveu he wanted 
to mariy a pink and white chit like you, Dorothy. 
Heigh, hoi the man’s mqrried, however, so he is 
•neither your money nor 1 mine. Ana I have talked 
more rubbish, my dear,” ended Lady Pan win, em- 
phatically, ” in the last ten minutes than I have done 
tor years.” 

Dorothy was truly surprised at the gaiety of hex 
aunt, whom she had variably regarded, and with 
good "reason, as el somewhat saturnine person. But 
Lady Panwiri? smiling and laughing, looked much 
younger, and became more gracious in her manner. 
But “why she should behave so amiably during this 
somewhat dull journey puzzled Dorothy. 

*' You are in very good spirits, auntie,” she ven- 
tured "to say, as they alighted at Kensington High- , 
street. " May I ask wLy ? ” 

“You uyiy ask,” was the somewhat tert answer; 

“ but l am not sure that you will learn much from my 
answer.” ,, 

*' I Should like to hear rt.” 

“ Well, then, I have been thinking over the 
cas*, and I fancy I have hit upon a solution of the * 
mystery.” v “ 

“What is it?” asked it Dorothy, much excited.' 

“I can’t* tell you now, for I can’t be* sure that I 
am fight until I question Mrs Broil.” 
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/Sad * then Lady Pan win shut her tfwMith, and 
nothing would induce hqr to open it again/ 

On making inquiries at the door, Sir John Newby 
proyed to be out. When, Lady Newby was asked for 
the footman stared, and said that his* master was not 
married. Lady Panwin, therefore, sent the servant 
for Mrs Broil, and when she was safe in* the drawing- 
room with Dorothy, made a mystic remark. 

“ As I thought,” *safd she, with calm satisfaction. 
44 Sir John did not bring his wife here; therefore, as 
yet, has not acknowledged his marriage to* the 
world.” # , 

V* But ypu expected to find Lady Newby in 
.possession, auntie, since you hinted that she would 
insult me.” • 

M Quite so, my dear. As X said, I*can be certain of 
nothing until X have seen Mrs Broil.” 

44 I am sure, auntie, 1 * don’t know what you mean/* 
M You will know soon, if I am right in my ^irmise. 
If I am not, I'll hold my tongue about my present 
thoughts.” * 

Dorothy gazed somewhat helplessly at ’the grim 
face, which had by {his time lost its momentaiy 
youthfulncss. Yet she attempted again* to question 
her aunt, when the footman reappeared, with a request 
that the ladies would graciously pleased to honour 
Mrs Broil with, an interview i ft her own room. <* Miss 
Clair quite expected to $>ee her fier^-te&pCYed relative 
fly into a passion at the liberty taken by the house- 
keeper. But, strange* to say. Lady Panwin seemed 
to be ^rather pleased thail otherwise. She mystified 
Dorothy more than ever by the alacrity with which 
she followed the servant f into Mrs Broil's private 

* sanctum, a 

This v^asya room of no great size, at the back of 
the mansion, decorated much in* the sabie ’^gaUdy 
fashion , which characterised Mrs Brpll's dress: The 
walls were yellow, the ca/pet was, ( green, and the 
hangings displayed a brilfiant peacock blue. The 

• furniture was upholstered in vivid scarlet, Softened 
by many antiipaca&ars, worked by the nimble 
Angers of Mrs • Broil. Portraits of the Newby twins 
also appeared tm the walls/ with , many .photographs 
of them * at various stages of their existehce. Also, 
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there wette wax flowers, woollen mats, dyed grasses, 
dozens of ornaments, cheap *and expensive, and one 
huge family Bible placed in the very centre of the 
round table, which wobbled in the middle of the 
room. The whole apartment was so crowded with 
heterogeneous furniture, and contained £ such an ill- 
blended mass of colours, that Dorothy involuntarily 
closed her eyes when she entered. She opened them 
again when Mrs Broil 's shrill voice was heard. 

“Such an honour! ” said Mrs Rroll, throwing up 
tier hands and looking more like a gaily-plutnageq 
parrot v than even ‘V Please be seated, your ladyship.*’ 
She drew forward a slippery horsehair seat. “ Miss 
Clair, will you recline on the sofa? Me and Julia,* 
my lady, have been making records for the poor slum 
people. We do it to tickle their intellects, my lady,” 
Then the visitors became aware tlmt Julia Flint, 
looking more handsome and moiose than ever, was 
seated in a kind of alcove veiled by lace curtains, and 
before a small table, upon which stood a large gcaino- 
i phone. It was still in motion, and during a monSent 
of silence Lady Pan win heard the grinding of the 
machine. « 

“ What do you mean by making records, Mrs 
Broil ? ” she asked, curiously. 

The housekeeper began to explain, with great 
volubility. , 41 This/* she said, '■pointing to the bell- 
shaped receiver of the machine, and speaking as 
though to an infant school, “ is a gramophone. Me 
and 4 Julia here place on this part a virgin disc — that 
is, one on which there are no marks. Then Julia sets 
the machinery going, and 1 recite a little poem, ot say 
a feW helpful words, and ^ven sing little songs. All • 
that ! say is taken down by the machire, and when 
me and Jjjlia here visit our slum, we t ura on the 
machihe again, so that it can comfort the pobr people 
with sunshine.” 

Lady Panwiu nodded and laughed. ** Very clever 
of you,, I am sure,*’ she remarked, good-humouredly. ^ 
” But you can buy records in the shops.” * 

“ Foolish frivolous records, your ladyship,** saicb 
Mrs Broil, drawing up her spare ’little figure — 

“ music-hall- songs, and crazy music, ' and , vulgar 
jokey. These things, my lady, will not help the poor. 
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No. I buy clean discs? and cover them myself with 
moral poetry. The machine is working, your lady- 
ship, and all the time you and me have been talking 
our words have been takcm down.” 

“ I thought you had to speak right into the mouth 
of the bell,” ^aid Dorothy, curiously. % 

“It sounds better,” admitted # M is Btoll — “better 
and clearer. But the* room is small, and our voices 
aie not very soft* therefore, everything we say must 
be rcooidcd on that humble disc. Ah! ” said Mrs 
Broil, improving the situation, “ how like the angel 
whef writes in the Book of ‘Life. •Our most cafreless 
utterance is noted, and ” 

• Lady Panwin cut short these moral jefleotions 
“ The machine, as you say, is taking down what we 
are talking about Say one of your verses, Mrs 
Broil, and let us hear it repeated ” , 

Without a Moment's hesitation, Mrs Broil advanced 
tih the hi ass. receiver of the gramophone, and shouted 
four lines : . 

# Thedvorld is^vefv bright, 

And 1 am free from pain; 

Then l£t it*c behave aright. 

And never, never complain* 

Mrs BrolPs metre a/id sentynents were both so 
weak that Dorothy hack tb laugh’. As she did so f *she 
became aware that Julia Flint was •wa^nfrttig her in 
anything but an amiable manner. The deaf girl 
frowned when Miss Cl«*ir laughed, since she could 
see plainly the expression *)f her face, although she 
could nbt hear the sound of her merriment. Mrs 
Broil took no notice, but burst out fervently again ; 

) pd when I wash*the floor, 

My husband earns hi£ fee ; 

When he ^knocks at the door, 

ril let him in .to tea. * 

• » 

“ A simple song,” broke off Mrs Bfoll, simpering, 
“of my owij composition, to instil *a spirit of mieek- 
ness«into the minds oi working women. JJow we*ll 
have it all over # again.”* Then, •while Dgffcthy tried 
to cufb her lau^ter under Miss Flint’s angiy stare, 
Mrs Brol^ readjusted the machine # and s5t#it gmng 
again. 



182 * THE DEVIL'S ACE 

‘ ‘ V * i • <’ * 

‘'Extraordinary! ,v said Lady Panwin. 

It certainly was- Both sh£ and Dorothy could hear 
plainly what Mrs Broil had said to the footman when 
he announced t their arrival, and then heard all the 
conversation which had takeii place since they had 
entered the room. The words were a trifle faint, but 
perfectly clchr. When, however, the machine came 
to the eight lines of verse, fchose were shouted out 
loudly, since Mrs Broil had been speaking close to 
the mouth of the receiver. And the performance 
ended with Mrs Broil's remark on her poetry. r 
“ Extraordinary !•” s£id Lady Panwin again. 

“ And now, Mrs Broil, as I do not want what I nave 
to say to you taken down, perhaps you will stop the 
gramophone and listen.’ * , 

Mrs Broil did as she was asked. “ But it is quite 
% safe, your ladyship,” she said, nodding. “If any 
words which 1 don’t wish to be heard art taken down 
by accident, Julia always puts the disc «in the firt 
We are so used to the sound of thf machine-*-^ am, 
that is, a,nd any one who* habitually visits me, like Six . 
John and ” — her face fell, and she sighed — “ his 
brother— that we never notice whether it is going or 
not. Still, *T have had to destroy several discs.” 

“ Wliat about the girl? ” asked Lady Panwin. 

“ She hears nothing, yout* ladyship , being as deaf 
as a* post.* I^im*not at all pleased with Julia,” said 
(Mrs Broil, with a severe look at the silent Miss Flint, 

I t have discovered that she nourishes a passion for 
Sii John, which is woe£ indecent in one of her 
station.” * 

“ Po you mean to say that she is in love with 
him ? ” asked Dorothy. « • 

“Yes,” said Mrs Slroll, in* great v disgust. “I 
foun^ 4 leUers written to him in her been octal, which, 
fortunately, she never put in hft? hands. £ 'expect he 
would have turtied her*out had he read thfcm. Yes, 
Julia ” — and then Mrs Broil, with inconceivable 
cruelty, rapidly informed the deaf girl, with dexterous 
jiBanipulatiou of her hands, that she had been talking 
to the visitors about tne« letters. * 4 « 

“ Shame! ” cried JuJia, a vivid «flu£h of si talonr 
flooding flfler cheeks ; and her voice, e^s. "is the 
with deaf people, sounded toneless and flat. 
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44 Oh, •shame! ” And* ttfe next instant she had 
rushed out of the room.; 

44 A shameless girl — a dangerous girl/’ said Mrs 
Broil, primly. # 

44 You needn’t have told her what you said,” 
remarked Dorothy, hotly. 

44 That is done of our business,” said Lady Panwiif, 
hastily, when she saw the housekeeper's eyes grow 
as hard as jade at the*reproof. It was her desire to 
keep Mrs Broil in *a good temper. 

•people have young ideas,” said Mrs Broil, 
44 What is it you wish to ask nje, my 

you seen Lady Newby? ” asked the other 

'woman, abruptly. * 

Mrs Broil’s sharp eyes looked staftled. 44 There is 
no Lady Newfyy! ” 

44 You ar^ quite sure -of that? ” * 

“Quite sure, my laejy.” 

* 44 Ah! ”* Lady Panwin’s tone expressed great 
satisfaction. 44 i was certain that there was a mis- 
take. Sir John, however, acknowledged as his -wife 

a certain Miss Amy Sanding, and ” 

The housekeeper turned as white as death. 44 Yes, 
yes,” she said. 44 Of course, I remember now. She 
is Lady Newby! ” « , 

44 How clever of yod to remember,” said Xady 
Panwin sarcastically. ** By the toa}\NjStfrs Broil, I 
believe Richard was always your favourite?” 

44 Yes,” choked the egt-nurse, 44 he was.” 

44 You mean that he is?*' 

44 Aunt! ” cried Dorothy. 44 What do you mean? ” 
Lady Panwin took no notice, but stood over* Mrs 
•Broil like an elephant ovA an insect. 44 Confess! 
You know w|hat I mean, if my niece does not 1 ” she 
said, in Jam tones. ' 44 Confess ! ” • * "* # 

44 No,” Said Mrs Broil, almost igaudibly. * 44 1 do 
not understand. ” • * 

44 You do. Sir John is (Head! Richard, is alive!” 

• Mrs Broil sprang up like a tigress. 44 YeS,” ghe 
saidT, shrilly, 44 you hrfve guesjsed .the truth.* The man 
J^ou Jhink is Sir *John is RSchafd.” • 

44 I knew-#* ” said Lady Panjvin, ttf\jmpbantly. 
44 1 was* sure of it ! ” 




CHAPTER XXIV 


Dorothy rose fionnthe safa, with a quick little gasp, 
not being able to grasp the situation. Also, ^he 
could not understand how her aunt had arrived at the* 
conclusion— vouched for by Mrs Broil — that Richard 
Newby was masquerading as his brother. 

44 I think you are both quite mad K ” gasped Miss 
'Clair. 

“Mad! ” said Lady Pan win, fiercely. ” You know 
quite well that theie is po madness in our family. 
Mr 4 Hallpn vsurely disabused you of that ideS.. I 
came up here to learn if^Sii John — the pi et ended 
Sir, John— were reallv Richard in disguise, and now 
I know tha'i. my supposition is eoriect.” 

11 How did you guess? ” asked Mrs Broil, in a 
frightened voice. Slip seemed to be .sorry that she 
had "been so frank, r 

44 1 noticedTlfhc difference in the pretended Sir John 
wdien he came down. He was not nearly so nice.” 

44 Not always,” said I>.>roVhy, quickly; 44 but at 
times he was quite his out self, you know.” 

44 Yes. He tried to act like his dead brother; but 
when his real self came out— the self of Richard Newby, 
— he was nervous an dr disagreeuble, and quite at a 
lo^s liow,jto act yi emergencies. John-XascI* knew — 
was always a strong man, whom nothing daunted. 
That was how he made „his fortune. The twins were 
the Same to lock at — buf, oh, the difference in their 
character ! ” e 

Yes/* said Mis Broil, itv a very £mall voice; 
44 but you^inust reirei^b^r, ‘my lady, that Sir John 
experienced 'a great shock. That in^its^lf, my* lady, 
was sufficient to make fiim nervous.” * 

>'Don*f call him Sir John,” snapped Lad^ Panwin, 
184 
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• taking: her seat* again, on* the fiprsehair*chgLir, like a 
queen about to do justice. '‘You know* that the t 
man is an impostor. Sir John he calls himself, 
trading on his outward resemblance to his brother. 
But Richard is his name,*and he has # all that scamp’s 
shifty, cowardly, disgusting nature.” 

Mis Broil* fired up. “ Don’t call him names, df 
you please. Ricliaid was alwaj^ my favourite.” 

“ 1 know that, because you also are shifty and 
unreliable, Martha Broil. Don’t answer me back,'* 
cried La^y Panwin, imperiously. Then, having 
silenced the ex-nurse, she turned to her niece : 
“Dorothy, j^ou believe me*now?*” * 

I fancy 1 do,” murmured the girl, recollecting the 
new and unpleasing traits which had beeq revealed of 
late m the presumed Sir John’s character, “ but 1 
cannot thiuk how you guessed the .truth, since father, 
who knew S!r John ,as well as you did, nev<;r 
suspected. 

• “ Your ^father is blind, child. And I must *ay t^at 

I yAs not quite sure untW that woman came to claim 
him as her husband. 1 Jia$e known both tfie N^wbys* 
for years aiul years, as intimately as I know Martha 
here.” • • 

“ You were always hard on me, my lady,” 
whimpered Mrs Brolly whose airs and graces had gone 
by the board; ” as l^artl as Sir John ever was. Why, 
if he had lived, he intended to pension me off.”* 

“ And a very good tiling too, Martb'J. You should 
be grateful.” 

“ What’ ” shriekeef Mjjs Broil, a red spot appear- 
ing <Jh each withered cheek. “ Do you think it right 
that I, who nursed Sir John, should be seqt into 

• the country to live in ti cottage on one hundred 

pounds a ^year ? *Whnt of* my poor people in the 
slums, Jmd my love for a gay ltfe, and *my position 
in the world ? ” * , 

“ At* your years,” said# Lady Panwin, surveying 
Mrs Broil unsympathetically throtigh her lorgnette, 

■ “ you ought to be seated in a chimney corner reading 
yftur Bible.” • . » 

• “ Oh, ougl;t i ? ” screoclied* Mrs BrgE* touched on 

■ a raw sp©J,*and highly indignant. “ Why, I can 1 
walk jpiies yet. I have all my* sensed* |nd many of 
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my teeth., 1 can reed priiit without glasses, which 
you use/* she snarled, spitefully—' which you use, 
my lady. Years? What are years, when the he^rt 
is young?” — 

” That is quit** enough,” said Lady Pan win, cutting 
short Mrs Broil's angry voice. “ Dorothy, as 1 
remarked some time ago, I knew the Newbys lor 
years. I wai well t aware that Sir John was not 
married; and even if he had contracted a secret 
marriage — which was not his way— 1 should have 
known. Therefore, when he so readily admitted that 
actress to be his wife, and made no attempt to brave 
it out, ' I guessed in a flash that here was Richard 
masquerading as John. To marry an actress, and 
secretly, would be exactly what Richard, the sneak, 
would do.” o 

“ But, auntie, Miss Sanding called her husband 
John.” 

“ Then she is in the conspiracy along with Martha * 
here, or else she believes that John is her husfeind. 
Richard may have takeq -his brother's name for 
marriage, jn the same way. as he has unlawfully 
seized it to gain possession of the money.” 

Mrs Broil, who had been silent through sheer rage 
at this last attack on her character, now began to 
defend herself. ” There's no conspiracy that I know 
of,” she declared. ” If Richard chooses to call him- 
self John that., is his own business. After all, the 
money should come to Richard, in spite of what the 
will says.” , 

“l4o!” said Lady Panwin sternly. “Richard 
will only make ducks and draKes of the money. John 
knew that, and therefore cut Richard out of his will. 
And don't forget, Martha, tnat Richard forged John's 
name to several cheques. Humph! ” th«j old dame 
reflected* ”1 see now that with,, Richard's vkill in 
forgery, .and with his . knowledge of John's business 
as secretary, he will be quite able to handle City 
affairs under his dead brother's name; and then the 
resemblance would deceive any one, save me at|d 
Martha here.” t * " 

“ You seem to be very certain, my’ lady," sneered 
Mrs Broil, with a curious* gleam in her ^ye s; ” but 
you can pr*We nothing.” 
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“J [ can, and &o can you* We both cafe prove that 
the pretended Sir John Newby is really Richard.” 

“ And do you thing,” cried the housekeeper* 
furiously, “that 1 will ruin the babe I nursed on 
these knees — the boy tb^frj loved the best — the man 
who has always been -good £0 me ? s ’ 

“ Good to you ! ” echoed Lady Pan win, with scorn. 
“ Richard Newby was fiever g$od to any one but 
himself. Sir John was good to you — far too good, 
Martha — and yon repay him by allowing this scamp 
to stand his shoes.” 

“ You can prove nothing without me,” said Mrs 
Broil, folding her hands on? her apron, “ and I'll say 
nothing. You took me unawares, my lady, else you 
# would never have learnt the truth.” 

“ Tlifn you admit that it is tti£ tru£h? ” asked 
Dorothy, anxiously. 

“To you — tt> my lady here — but to no one else 
will I open* my mouth," if I die for it,” snapped the 
housekeeper, doggedly. “ Richard shall have f he 
titte # and the njoney.” * 

iT We’ll see about that,” cried Lady Panwin, in 
great wrath at her authority being thus defied. 
“ Miss Sanding wi?i bo made to prove that her husband 
is an impostor, and I can. make you sp<&k, Martha.” 

“Oh, indeed, my lady I ” mocked the other woman. 
“And how?” 

“ By telling the police, an^ having Richard 
arrested for the murder of his brother:*’ 

Again Mrs Broil looked curiously at her visitor, but 
replied with great d u ^ tne9S * 44 You will find it 
difficult to bring home the murder to him, my lady.” 

“ No; I do not think so. Look at the circum- 
stances. Richard intercepted that anonymous’ letter 
and kept tfie appointment miade therein, disguised, 
as much as possible, like his , brother. Sir John 
followed *him wheiT you explained about the letter. 
And yto\ did that, Martha* because you wanted John 
to save Richard from this unknown rascality which 
the letter^ hinted at. John went down, and* Richard 
killed him. Then these Anarchistic people kidnapped 
► Richard, knowing that h* had* slain his* brother like 
another Cain*,' and held hirp in bondage until he con- 
sented ( to fclay the part of John, anc^ give them 
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whatever in6ney they, wanted. Thd whole thing is 
plain to /ne.” 1 . 

“ Oh, indeed, my lady! And how did Richard kill 
John? ” 

“ With the r^d-banded kuife, which was in John’s 
library. Richard, no doubt, took that knife down 
with him.” 

* “ Why should he ydien h£ did not know that John 
was coming ? ” argued Mrs Biol!, very cleverly. 

Lady Panwin whiffed aside the objection calmly. 

“ 1 believe that Richard took the knife (o kill the 
person who wrote the letter, and thus silence lym 
altogether, lest he < should again communicate with 
John. Also, it might have been in his mind to Jay^ 
the blame of the murder on John, because of the" 
knife, whi£h w^s in John’s possession; then John 
appeared unexpectedly and Richard killed him.” 

“ And the motive, my lady?” snedred Mrs Broil, 
With twinkling eyes. 9 

“Richard will explain that in the dock,”* said Lady 
Pan win, rising. “ It may t have beeq, on account* of 
•the forged cheques, or it f my»ht have struck Richard 
that he could masquerade as his brother and handle 
the money. I can’t say. But I am sure, on the 
grounds 1 hive stated, that Richard is the criminal, 
and that the Anarchists have made capital out of their 
knowledge of the crime. iVfhat do j'ou think, 
Dorothy ? ” B 4 

“What yotr say, auntie, se».ms very possible, but, 
after all, it is merely a theory,” said the girl, with 
due caution. t 1 

“ Theory or not,” said the old dame, quietly, 
“ Richard will have co explain how he comes to be 
masqiferading as his brother.” 

“ He will deny everything.” r v 

“ Mot in ,the fac§ of his identification t>y * : me, by 
Marfha n 'here, ana by Mrs Newby*, or Mi9S "Sanding, 
if you dhoose to call her, so.” " f 

“I shan’t say«a word !*” cried the housekeeper, 
resolutely. * 

“ yes you will. And, what is more, Martha, ybu 
and Julia Flint will canid &owti this vqry day to jfche 
Manor. Ther£ you shall, stop under riy- own eyes 
until this mystery cleared up.” 
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M 1 shall not. John will ne annoyed if I*go away.” 
” Call the man Richard, I tell you ; and if matters 
very little if he is annoyed. His shrift will be a 
short one. If you don’t get ready and come clown 
with me this very moment, Martha, i’ll go straight 
to Scotland-yard on my own responsibility. And 

remember, Martha,” added Lady P^nwin, wittf 
emphasis, “ since you must hspvc received a con- 
fession from Richard* that he killed his brother you 
will be placed in the dock along with him, if arrested, 
as an accomplice before the fact.” 

Mrs Broil turned white and looked afraid. Slje had 
not* reckoned on this. You # are very hard on 
JRiehard, my lady,” she moaned. 

” Because T want to avenge John’s death?*' Remem- 
ber, Martha, that John would have married me at one 
time, and ” , 

” Auntie!*” • • 

" Yes, Porolhj’, it is true, strange as it may seem 
to yoy. I liavc laughed at Sir John, and have, pei- 
hap*, spoken lo* sharply *>£ his common ways. All 
■ the same, he was a man I» respected, although I cculd 
never bring myselfc to become his wife. When he 
failed with me he turned to you, so no\j| you kflow 
the whole truth, ray dear. Well, Martha? ” 

” I’ll come, my lady,” said Mrs Broil, putting 
a corner of her blade Silk apfon into her eye* ” if 
you will promise to leave Richaid al^ile for 011c 
week.” 

” So that he may escape, I suppose,” said Lady 
Panwii^ coolly; “but he won’t, you may be certain 
of that. The Anarchists have got hold of him, and 
if he surrenders the identity ot Sir John, and •thus 
•loses the money, tli^y ivilf ljill him. If he doesn’t 
remain to hq* hanged lie will certainly go away to be 
shot, or stabbed, or blown up.” • * * •• • 

“ But yoli’ll say nothing to the poljce for one week, 
my lady r ” urged the housdteeper, desperately* 

“ No, I won’t. You have* my promise.” 

• Mfs Broil made for the door with great alacrity. 
u Tnen I’ll pack up ahe^ go. % Julia will hel# me, a*nd 
Jack* up also,”* * • * •* 

“ Mind,” Swd Lady Panwin, warjiingly,. ” you must 
leave a*€iote behind for Richard, saying^ that ^you 
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Lave gone- with me to the*Manor for a rest. He*mav 1 
suspect that I have found Jiim out if you don't lull 
Lis suspicious.” * 

** I'll do that, my lady — but he will be very angry 
at my deserting him in hfs hour of need." 

“ Nonsense! You are a privileged person, Martha, 
and when he comes down fee will accept any explan* 
ation you like to gave." 

“ When he comes * down T ”* Mrs Broil wheeled 
rapidly, and looked scared. 

” Yes. I want Richard to come down in hia 
character of John. You will lure him to the Manor, 
as he' will be afraid lest you should give him axgay. 

I want you and Richard under my own eye, Martha* 
Oo away end pack, or I may change my, mind about 
holding my tongue.” ■ 

“ Yes, my i^dy, yes.” And Mrs Broil, quite 
.subdued, toitjted^ away, trembling like * a leaf. She 
was a bully in her own way, and led the miserable 
Julia ind the servants the life of a dog/ But Lady 
Panwiti was too strong for her, and* the housekeeper 
shrewdly* suspected that its was now her turn 'to be * 
bullied and crushed. r 

When th^ door closed on the conquered woman* 
Dorothy looked at her aunt in admiration. w How 
clever you are,” she said. " When we return to- 
night I shall ask Percy up, "ar d we can discuss how 
we can find the fk>ho house.” 

” What’s that? ” demanded I.ady Panwin, sharply. 

Dorothy explained* at length. " And I don't want 
Percy to go into that neighbourhood, in case h<* should 
disappear like Jules:” 

“ 1 quite agree with you, my dear. But when 
"Richard comes down it may not be necessary to trice* 
the house. He will have to explain everything and 
give the rfumber tit the house.” 

" H* doesn’t know it," 

" Yes he does, 1 * said Lady Panwin, serenely, ** His 
escape in a hurry is meie fiction. These Anarchists 
know vvho he is, and arranged the whole business of* 
the kidnapping. However,, fre’ll learn the truth 
soon.” . * * - 

Dorothy hoped fervently that the trfctV would come 
to light, surd went back to Beltan with her aunt and 
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Mrs Broil and Julia very well satisfied W 5 tjx the result 
of tier excursion to linden. Tfien came a T>low from 
an unexpected quarter * 3 Percy had disappeared, as 
Jules had done. She learnt this from Billy Minter, 
and quite by accident, * 



CHAPTER XXV 1 


When Billy Minter returned home with the informa- 
tion that he had been to the Manor House, his sister 
guessed at once from the downcast expression of nis 
face what fyad taken place. 

“ You have ^old Doiotliy that Percy is in danger? ” 
she said. 

r '* Yes,” admitted Billy, looking sfieegisli. ” She 
asked so many questions that I couldn't put her off. I 
didn't ‘tell her directly,” added Billy, seeing hoW 
annoyed his sister looked. ” I let the .information glip 
by accident.” 

” You might have guessed tlqit she would ask 
questions,” said Willy, bitterly. ” For that reason 
1 stopped li bed this morning. However, the mis- 
chief is now done, so 1 may as well go up and sec 
her.” * 

” Why? " asked., Billy, glancing at the clock, which 
just then strilck nine, and then at his sistei, who was 
hastily putting ou her cloak. “ She doesn’t know so 
very much. I didn't tell h#r about Bezkoff, but only 
said that Percy had really gone to Soho instead’ of his 
motor factory, and had not turned up as yet.” 

” That is quite sufficient r to make her anxious,” said 
Willy, angrily. “ You Ought to have had more sense 
than go <near *hct house. You never can hold your 
tongue,’ Billy. I'll have to tell Dorothy everything 
now." * o 1 

“ Afiout Bezkoff? ” 

” Yes* If I don’t she will tell her father, who will 
coir muni cate with the police, and then Percy will* be 
in danger,* if what khe^Gourit says is true. These 
Anarchists will not stick &t a trifle to s&ye themselves 
from being& found out.” 


192 
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. " But Bezkoff • will not » like our tdls*ig," urged 

Billy again. * • \ 

" I can't belp that. I must break my promise. I 
don't want Percy to be killed. And then again," 
added Willy, pausing at the door, " if s the police raid 
the Soho house the Count may be accu&d *01 betraying 
the number— gas he has done— and be killed also. I 
must stop Dorothy from leaking things •public. Did* 
you give her the number of the louse ? " 

“ No! " snapped Billy, testily, for he saw that he 
had been rash. 

Willy sail no more, since it was idle to scold her 
brother now that the mischief wa^ done. She lyalked 
swiftly to the Manor, and found Dorothy and Lady 
•Pan wm in the drawing-room. Mr Clair had gone to 
the library to write to — as he thouglit*-Sir John 
Newby.* The arrival of Mrs Broil* and Julia had 
annoyed the squire, since his sister would not explain 
why "she hdd brought them down, and would not* 
allow them to go away again. Mr Clair, therefore, 
was # asking the millionaire’ to come down and exert 
his authority irf recalling fehe housekeeper and her , 
white slave. And this-^? namely, the inveigling of 
Sir John to the *Mavor — was exactly what Lady 
Panwin desired. Until she could see Richard Him- 
self, and in Mr Clair's presence, she did not wish to 
let the squire know th^ terribly truth which she had 
discovered. • • 

Dorothy was in tears, when site considered that 
Percy had gone to Soho, and had not come back. Her 
one idea was td communicate with Inspector Trask, of 
Axleigfc, and insist upon the house being discovered. 
Lady Pan win also favoured this idea, and the two 
.were concocting a letter, vjliicli would have gone by 
the morning's post,* but for |he opportune arrival of 
Willy, an ; Ere to prevent the calamity. # 

“ Don^ £end it," ahe said, the moment she ofitefed, 
and on* seeing a sheet of # paper .and a pencil in 
Dorothy's hand. • t * 

" vSend what? *' asked the girl, .astonished. 

•fcThe letter to thegpolice. I know you are*making 
•a copy of one. If you «en{L It, Percy wiy be killed." 

Dftrothy . y tt^red a scream an cl jumped*up, crushing 
her pencilled* copy in her hafid. • # m 

•r & 
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“Ob! ” she gasped. “ J.s that true? ** 

“ Explain yourseli, Willy/" said Lady Panwin, 
* sternly. 

Miss Minter did, and at full length, commencing 
from the moment that Bezkoff had taken refuge be- 
hind the fence, to the time when he had departed after 
the second interview, disguised as a tramp. 

“I can trie st Count Bezkoff/* said Willy, breath- 
lessly. “ For my sake he will do all he can to save 
Percy. But if you tell the police, Her.ven only knows 
what may happen.* * 

There was silence for a few minutes. Dorothy 
cried afresh at the, thought of her lover*9 danger, 
while Lady Panwm knitted hei formidable brows smcl 
looked like Minerva at bay. It was the oldest woman 
ot the trio wlip spoke first. 

“ You should Have told us this before/* s£e said, 
sharply. 

‘ “How could I?’* snapped Willy, whose temper 
was soiielv tried. “ Billy tells me that yourboth went 
to London this morning.** 

j “ Yes, we did/* said Dorothy, drying her tears. 
“ It*H no use my crying, Willy. I must try and help 
to save Percy in some way.** „ 

“ i_,eave it to Count Bezkoff.’* 

“ Pie is a villain ! ** said Lady Panwin, promptty. 

“ No/* denied Willy ; and th^a she told the Count’s 
life history.^ Jt was necessary for her to break faith 
with him thu*i far, if he and 'Hal Ion were to be saved 
from the despairing vengeance of the Anarchists. In 
some way or another, it was necessary to force Lady 
Pan win and Dorothy to tntst to the Russian. 1 “ vSo, 
you see. Count Bezkoff has been driven into doing 
what lie did by injustice, *■ He is a good man, I am 
sure.** i. 

“He tuny; have lied/* said Dorothy, pondering. 

“ Ndl ** said Willy, very firmly, and with a flush. 
“ I am quite certam that he did not lie.** 

“ You seem to take a great interest in this 
man/* said Lady .Panwin, drily, and raised her 
lorgnette. , 

Willy blushed furiously,*, but was bold. “I know 
I do, and I may have a reason for it.*\ c 
“ What {ctotson ? ,, *-askeri Miss Clair. 
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L«dy Pan win laughed jfliortly* 11 I ?M*ik T 
guess . n • 

“ Then da not put it in words, please,” said Will}', 
sharply. “ I haidly know myself what I think of 
him. What we have Co do is to> dielp Percy. 
When he is saved you can question me as much 
as you like.* Oh, how I* do wish all tjiese troubles 
were ended! " cried poor Willy, *n a tone of despair. 

“ It is the beginnftitf of the end now/* said Lady 
Pamvin, who had been reflecting. “ As you have 
been frank* with us, my dear, we shall be frank with 
yoi*. Dorothy and myself have made a discovery.** 
ty’illy listened with greaf suiptise ami interest to 
# the old dame's account of the memorable trip to 

• London, and simply gasped when slit* heuyl that Mrs 
Broil a«d Julia were in the house. » 

“ Francis is not pleased/’ ended Lady Panwin, “ as 
he does not, lit c Martha. Of couise, if I explained* 
he would see the necessity ot keeping her here. Put 
Fiaucis is *not a safe man to trust with information 
wh*n* aifaiis ,ure m this 9 delh ate position. Also, 

■ inadvertently, he is playing into my hands by asking 
the supposed Sir £>hn to come down here to remove 
Martha and her companion When lie arrives* I’ll 
Settle tlie whole matter/' finished Lady Pan win, 
grimly. 

" I think you are aeflmg veiy wisely/* said Ayilly; 
** and then, it the worst comes to# the \vifrst, we can 
search the vault.” 

“ Why should we di^ that ? ** demanded Miss Clair, 
raising her head. » 

Will}'- explained. “ But don’t let us do that until 
all else fails.** » 

• Lady Panwin looked puzzled. “ I really cannot see 
how a *visit to the crypt can tnend matters/* she said, 
musingljr. “ Humph! Pei haps Ihis Coftnt 

may be able to say now he came to know tho way to 
the vault. And you know ft, Dorofliy tells ni§.** 

“ Dorothy shewed it me onfce,” said Willy, 

• flushing; V but I never told Couht Bezkoff about it 
if that' is what you •mean, Lady Panwin. So faf as 

•I kjjow, he dc^s* not know* the *ivay himSelf.” 

“Yes, hedejes/* said the trlder pman, imperiously, 
“or he •would not have made the remark^* However, 
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we can discuss this later , 0 And we need not search 
the vauli until everything else fails. Of course, I 
know now that Richard stole the plan out of the book 
when he came down here with his brother. Appar- 
ently, he had - it in his mind then to murder John, 
and conceal his corpse in a place where he knew it 
would uever^be looked for.” 

“ You have no proof that Richard stole the plan of 
the catacombs ? ” v 

” That is my opinion,” said Lady Panwin, grimly, 
and closing the subject. “ Meanwhile, we will wait 
for a week until Count B^zkoff fulfils his piomise und 
saves poor Mr Halhm.” 

This being agreed upon, Willy took her departure,, 
congratulating "herself upon the fact that she had 
induced Dorothy and her aunt to see reason. For a 
week at least nothing could be done about Soho, and 
.during that period the truth might be extracted from 
the false Sir John — always presuming that he was 
the guilty 1 ' person. It seemed as though he were; but 
the mystery was so deep, that neithe- Willy nor her 
brother— to whom she told, everything — could guess 
what truth would next come to light. 

Then, on C( the ensuing day, the unexpected 
happened, as it had done all through this very per- 
plexing case. Jules suddenly returned, and reported 
himself to Mr Clair as haviiig been imprisoned by 
the Anarchists. The squire then learnt the tiue 
reason why Jules had gone lo London, and he was 
very angry with Dorothy for . sending him. Calling 
his sister and his dang hie iuto the library he con- 
fronted them with — what he termed — their accomplice. 
Dorothy was a trifle nervous, but Lady Pan win faced 
the situation, and took all the blame on her shoulders, 
although she was as surprised as her brother himself 
when &he learnt -what Dorothy had done. f 

“Don’t talk nonsense, Francis! ” she sa'id. tartly, 
when ,the squire had quite exhausted himself with 
rage. You will 'only make yourself ill, and will do 
no good. I quite approved of Jules going ” Dorothy 
started whgn her aunt spoke thus, and Jules looked 
approvingly et his gfim mistress. ” We must learn' 
the truth of these /things somehow. , Please don’t 
speak, Francis. I wish to hear Jules’ story. ^ 
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•• LadyPan win's* influence over ^er broths „was very 
great indeed, as she liad decidedly the stronger mind. 
He grumbled a little at the way in which she spoke, 
but succumbed sulkily, and heard again the story of 
his butler, which Jules repeated for tjie .second time 
in the presence of the two ladies. 

It appeared* in Jules' halting English, that he ha4 
gone to Soho, and to a restaurapt to nmke cautious 
inquiries. Getting into conversation with a French- 
man, he had alltided to the kidnapping of Sir John 
Newby, wlych all London knew about through the 
medium of the Press, and then had asked further 
questions about the house. 'The Frenchman hard ex- 
plained that lie was suspicious of a certain house near 
"at hand, and proposed that Jules should come there 
with hipi, to make sure that it wa^ the ^aol of the 
millionaire, hinting also that they might get a reward 
if the house was traced. Jules went with the man, in 
all good fait?!, and then learnt, when imprisoned in a* 
lop room;— no doubt the same in which Sir John had 
lieen ^confined— -£hat the pretended Frenchman was 
.really a Russian, and oj.ie*of the members of the 
Vowel Society. A meeting of Anarchists had teen 
called, and he had been* examined. When they found 
that he was quite innocent of making t#ny mischief 
they kept him prisoner for a few days and then 
allowed him to go, after he had promised that he 
would not reveal the number of the Jiouse cy* the srtreet 
it was in. “ But you must," cried Do.othy at this 

point. 11 Mr Hallon went to that house, and " 

“ How did Mr Ilatlon, find the house, mhde- 
moisclte? " asked Jules. 

11 Oh, what docs it matter? " cried Dorothy. “ But 
•he went there, and he has disappeared. Did you see 
—did ypu hear nothing of hiu* ? " 

“ Whvf no, mademoiselle. I wa% sjiut up in a top 
room, if you please." r- 

"Dorothy! Dorothy! *\ said 'Lady Pan win, 
kindly, and passing her ari^i round the drooping girl. 
tt “You see, Jules was let off; perhaps Mr Hallpn will 
rettfrn also, safe and »sound." * 

* " Lpt Jules telk me the p umber of the* house," in- 
sisted Dorothy • 

"I p&nnof do that, madetn6iselle,^ J .>said the 

♦ * 



198 THE DEVIL'S ACE 

miserable^ 1 hitler. “ JVIy life would iSay the forfeit if < 
I did. I.Vas told so ; ** and lie slmadered. 

“It is time that I exercised my authority,” said 
Mr Clair, in a pompous voice. “ Jules, you can go 
hack to your duties, since* it seems that you arc not 
wholly to blame. Should J desire to know the number 
pi this house you will have to tell me. r(io! ” 

Jules bowed respectfully ' and went out, with a 
commiserating glance a l Dorothy. Then Mr Clair 
gave his daughter a scolding, and announced that he 
would have no ladies of his family mixed up in these 
sordid matters. 

“ T<r -morrow/’ sanl Mr Clair, very decidedly, I 
shall send for Inspector Trusk, of Axleigh, who 
previously had chaige of the case. Possibly my* 
friend, Sir ‘John Newby, will be down to-morrow, and 
then we cau examine Jules and make liim confess all 
that we wish to know. You agree with me, Selina ? ” 

" “Yes," said I.adv Pamvm, unexpectedly; and 
immediately cat l ied Dorothy beyond icaeh of hef 
brother’s foolish tongue. ..She took the gill to jher 
bedroom, n and explained that it would be better to 
await the gradual unfolding of events than to force 
them to disclose themselves pnniaturely. The false 
Sii jolin and Inspector Trusk would he m the library 
to-morrow with Mr Clair. Then Jules could be 
brought in and forced to reveal the whcicabouts of 
the house ,/fhe Mmtets could also be invited, and if 
the numbei »of Jules* prison was the same as the 
number on BezkolPs card, then something would be 
done. 

“ But remembei,” said 1 /nly Pan win, clinching her 
argument, “ even i f we do learn the number we must 
not l<?t Inspector Trusk raid the house, unless we can « 
be certain that Mr Hallon will lfot be killed.*/ 

Dorothy agieod to wait. She could do nothing else. 
Her loVer appeared to be in a vefry perilouc position, 
and in the hand* of extremely desperate men. The 
least false step, and he might be killed out of hand. 
When Lady Panwiv left the room the poor girl went 
to ^ed and tried to foTget^ in sleep the terrible position 
of her future husband, * % 

But sleep tvould not qome. Dorothy , tossed “and 
tossed, a i\d .counted sheep leaping over hedges, and 
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caterpillars crawling up • walls and, Ad^ed, went 
through all the methods which she had heard would 
induce slumber. It was all in vain. The night was 
hot and the bed was uncomfortable. Then she rose, 
and without lighting her* candle — fo£ the moonlight 
streamed into her room— she put on her dressing-gown 
and slippery and sat b;& the window to breathe the 
air. • • 

, The night was very •lovely, and the gardens of the 
Manor wcie blthcd iu wonderful while radiance. 
Some dist?^nce away rase the black form of the tower 
fixpn amidst its circle of trees. The sky was cloud- 
less, and nightingales wort singing in the tlfickets. 
Their songs bi ought tears to the e>‘es of Dorothy, 

* when she remembered how they sang during the 
golden, hour when she sat with J/ercy* under the 
Dancing Faun. How long ago that' seemed to be’ 

Then a sjiddcn thought came to her, which mnd$ 
her flush and rise excitedly. It was midnight , every- 
thing was*stil 1 , she would not be seen. Why* should 
sh^ ftot go to ^Vbbnt HurJev's towc£ and again turn 
the Ace? — forgetting that, site had not turned it oji the* 
previous visit. Then, again, Willv had .saul that the 
Count declared how the secret of all these troubles 
could be found in the crvpt. Dorothy taiade up her 
mind at once, and dressed herself inpidly. She had 
brought misery on herself an<£ her family by visiting 
the vault once; now she would vigit.it again afid see 
it tin* second journey \rtnild bring bettef luck. Aiso, 
she might discover w'hat IkzkolT meant. 

In a few minutes £he *was dressed in a morning 
frock* She tied a woollen scart over hei head, and 
slipped a candle into hei pocket. Then, taking her 
shoes iu her hands, she erdpt down the shallow oaken 
stairs,, and stole ouf by the library window — a French 
one; wlfich she could open almost* noiselessly.* Then, 
lest her tAo vigilant* aunt should chance to cogu* down 
and tnfee her, Dorothy closed the* window — that is, 
she drew it to, since she* could nat fasten it from 
without — $nd walked sottly tound the cornea: of the 
Minor, towards the tower Vtf the ancient monastery. 

* TJue great gile was fcoir*: litfcie di stance* away, and 
Dorothy raj iquickly across the slip of moonlight 
lawn, dreading lest her aunt shoiild be i 5 £*and might 
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see her. 'But the window*" of Lady Panwin’s bedroom 
was quite dark. No one was stirring, and the excite- 
ment of the adventure stole into Dorothy’s young 
veins. She came to the ruins and entered them; 
entered alsc the door and' stole down the dilapidated 
staircase. Then, for half a moment, she was 
inclined to turn back. The memory of the finding of 
that corpse Vame vpon her with shuddering terror. 
But an ardent desire to changh 'the luck, and to learn 
what Count Bezkoff meant, drew he/ forward in spite 
of her feminine fears. 

When below she lighted the candle, and proceeded 
along" the narrow passage which she knew so vjetl, 
.md which she had last walked along with Percy. 
Then she r fancied she heard a stealthy step, and* 
paused in terror Blowing out the candle* she listened 
intently, but could hear nothing. Thinking she had 
been mistaken, the girl rolighted the, # taper, and 
walked swiftly to the niche, wherein the key was 
usually placed according to tradition. There it waS, 
where it had boon left af^ei the Irouhje of the inu*der, 
so it was evident that no one had been to the vault - 
since then. Doroth}^ took down (he key and slipped 
it into the lock. To turn it she had' to place the 
candle on the ground. vSliortly she managed to turn 
the key and open the heavy dpor. Beaching for the 
candje she walked in timidly * As she did so, and 
just as she took three steps into the crypt, the door 
closed with *a crash. Doiothy was terrified out of 
her wits. It could not in? the "wind, since theie was 
no wind in these calacoiibs. Someone must have 
followed her. Who could it be? 

She ran to the door again, but before she could try 
and open it a kind of grftan unlade her turn sharply. * 
She sav, on the stone table whereon the corpse had 
rosted^nother body 1 With a desperate ^tfort she 
went up and held the candle over the fate. Then 
she drojjped it with a cry of terror. Before her, 
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To her dying day Dorothy never knew how she kept 
her senses At that critical moment. The grim, silent, 
datftp vault ; the thick darkness ; the une^qpected 
doffing of the door, which in itself was enough to 
•scare an ordinary woman , and the momentary glimpse 
of her helpless lover, bound like a victim on that 
evil table— these things were nefve-shaking and 
tremendous. Hut the \ery terror of the situation 
wrought hei* up to immediate effort. Without think •• 
kig of the closed door, without considering the 
Cirrjmerian gloom, she tore frantically at the many 
ropes which paralysed Halloa's linibV* But after that 
one wild cry, wrung from* her by the suddeif shock to 
her nerves, she mnwe no sound. She wanted to keep 
her strength to save and release her Jover. But Irow 
was she to do this in Heaven’s name? And then the 
thought flashed into *her braki and out again like 
lightning— how had*rercy come to lie in # this 
dreadful position ? . * * * 

For a time she fumbled with the ropes, but on 
finding her efforts vainj she cooled down to unnatural 
•self-control. Taking a cMmer view of the singular 
situation she reflected that it would be best to light 
the candle. Then she could remove the gag and* untie 

the bonds. Afterwards « But she did not think 

furthei* ahead, since the pecessitics of the jnoment had 
to be attqpded to. • Tercy, by inarticulate gurglings 
and wrifchings like a marionette, wa$ evidently trying 
to make her understand tlfat lie had recognised her 
face before the light went out. Reeling in the dark- 
ness Dorothy discovered, more by intuition *tlian in 
any other way, Jthat tie gafc ip Hallon's jnouth Ws 
of ttfe kind mown in mediaeval times *as f< a pear. 1 ’ 
There was Similar one in 'the Manor library, which 

2oi # • 
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had been Jo'and in tlje monastic ruinS, and she knew 
well how to touch the spring-. In a moment her 
nimble finders had closed the four quarters of the 
pear, and she slipped it out of Percy’s mouth. He 
sighed with relief, hut his jaw was too sore to per- 
mit immediate speech. Almost as though she weie 
V& a dream — and, indeed, the whole episode smacked 
of nightman. — Dorotjiy relighted the candle, which 
was easily done, since she tad brought a box of 
matches with her. When the ligb; grew strongef 
she held the candle to her lover’s face, and saw that 
it was pale and streaked with blood. He smiled 
faintly as their eyes^met, and murmured an endearing 
word She kissed him silently, and then set to woik 
on the ropes. They were many, and the knots were " 
tied hard and fast. Peiey could not assist, 4 as his 
fingers were loo numb, so Doiothy had to begin and 
finish the task unaided. In ten minutes, as it* seemed 
—although she took no note of time— fchc had set 
him fnv, and he made an effort to rise. Put for the* 
moment, strong man as he was, he found it impossible. 
His lips ino\eil. 

“ There’s some water— yonder,” he 'whispered, 
brokenly. 

With the a;d of the candle Doiothv found a china 
jug filled with water, and held it to Percy’s lips. He 
diank greedily, and 1 is tongue and throat being 
moistened began to talk easier' 

“ How- did -you find me or.i? ” he asked, weakly. 

** Hush t ” she said, quickly. “ Wait until you 
feel strongei , ” and then sli^e began to lub his hands 
and arms to restoie the cun cuts of the blood to their 
normal circulation. 

Shortty this attention had its due effect. Percy 
soon wa*- able to move his fingeis, then his hands, 
finally his <wms, acfl worked himself at chasing his 
legs, td overcome the numbness. In less time than 
Dorothy" thought possible, considering th w ‘ dire 
position in which she hafl found him, Percy was 
walking t about the, cell, gathering fresh life with 
eve rv exertion of his energy While he was 
thus restoring his vigour,' Dorothy went to the door 
and tried it. 1 ‘ <' 

11 Locked** * n she said, with a cry of dismay . 4 
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“ Who can have locked it? 99 asked Hallon* coming 

to assist her in shaking the heavy portal 
*' I don’t know, unless it is Ilobson, who inspects 
the ruins every night by •order of Igsppctor Trusk. 
But, then, he would not know the way to the crypt. 
Someone must have seen pie leave the house and com$ 
here, Percy. Blit who can the person bh? 99 
y“ One of those wfccf captured me," said Hallon, 
promptly. • 

<f Who ate they? ” 

can’t tell you. The faces 1 saw are all strange 
to <jne. I went to the Soho* houso, Dorothy, arid was 
p struck from behind. When I revived, in a small, 
’bare room, I was given wine, which l took readily 
enough, since I felt faint with the JjIow.* 1 immed- 
iately w r ent to sleep again, and guess that 1 was 
drugged. ^JVlfen 1 canje to my senses once more, i # 
was lying bound and gagged on yonder table. How* 
Tong I hatfe bwn here I do not know; how* I was 
broM^ht here I cannot say. • But in the darkness some- 
one has come in at internals with food and*watc;. I • 
expect wc are botji jn the powei of the Anarchists, 
though how they camo'to know of this crypt I caynot 
guess. ” ‘ * 

M How do you know that you are in tlie crypt,” 
asked Dorothy, ” $/nec yotf. were brought here 
insensible and have been in the darkness ever sitfbc ? ” 

" I knew that I was 'on a stone tablt* ” explained 
Hallon, “ and I remembcied seeing it when you and 
1 found the coipsc of # Sis John. Then when I 'saw 
vour face, Dorothy, 1 became certain that I was 
imprisoned in Abbot Hurley’s vault. It w^s all 
supposition before. But perhaps I am wrong? ” 

" lsfo % you are quite right. This is the crypt. 
Count Ifezkoff told WilK that the source of ^11 Vour 
troubles \*as to be found in the vault, so as # T could 
not sleefi, I made up my mind to ofrmc and see what 
he meant. Also, I though* that I might templt Fate 
again and. turn the Devil’s Ace.”* • 

* No, don’t!” cried Hallon, passing his arm 
roug^ her. ** ©ur ptVviauS vasit starred all these 
worries, aiwLi* you turn th#t card we may get into 
greater, difficulties ” * 

” I don’t see that we could be in a ir&re difficult * 
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position/’ said Dorothy, dismally. “ H«re we are, 
you and I, shut up in this vault, and nd one is likely 
to think of our being here.” 

"Not your father, or aunt, or anyone we know? ” 
said Percy consolingly. u But if, as I suspect, the 
Anarchists afe mixed up in these matters, we shall 
receive a visit from some of these gentry. Come, 
Dorothy ** — he drew her to'" tne stone table — " fjfc 
beside me and tell me exactly what Bezkoff said. 
Willy confessed how she had helped him to escape, 
and I, .got the Soho address from the card he gave her. 
Since *1 am in this horrible position, I think that 
Bezkoff is a wolf in sheep’s clothing.” , 

"Willy,, does not think so,” said Dorothy; and 
related everythirg she knew of the relations between 
Miss Minter and the Count. 

Hallon listened with great attention. , " Perhaps 

Bezkoff will come overdo the side of law and order 
and help us to clear up these mysteries, ‘ my dear/* 
he said, thoughtfully, " if only bxause he ’loves 
Willy.” 

" Oh! Percy, do you think he does? ” 

" Of Course. It is a case of love at first sight, both 
on his part ‘and on Willy’s. Bezkoff now wants to 
get free of Anarchism, and tnajry lespectably. I am 
sure of that. But the "An arcll is* s will not let him go 
so easily, unless the whole of this Vowel Society is 
blown up, or hanged, or put out of existence in some 
way, While any one ir»embei % of the gang lives Bez- 
kon will be in clanger of hit life. 1 am quite sure that 
these devils killed Sir John.” 

" But, Percy;” asked the girl, significantly, "do 
you really believe vSir to be. dead? ” 

" Eh— what ? My dear girl, we saw his corpse on 
thisr very table.” 

" We saw Richard’s corpse.” 1 

" No, Dorothy. Richard masqueraded as Sir John, 
and was killed in his pl6ce. Don’t you remember 
the clue of the silver watch. Sir John explained tjtat 
to xoe.” t r 

” Richard explained it to you. John was *<ally 
killed, and Richard placid the silver cratch in his 
pocket th£n‘ihe mistake might be made. Then he 
*eame out into the world as his brother.” 
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, "£re you s&re of this, JDorotby? ” asked Ballon, 
very much astonished. * * V 

" My aunt thinks so, and Mrs Broil confesses that 
my aunt is right.” 

11 Tell me everything that has occurred— -exactly, 
mind.” • • 

Dorothy di£ as she was told, and shortly Percy was 
in full possession of all tlfat had taken place. * 

” Mrs Broil is now,at,the Mantflr, dearest,” said the 
jjlri, ” and the* false Sir John is coming down 
to-morrow. Jules also came back — in fact, things 
seem to be homing to a crisis.” 

wish I were above ground to see wha£ will 
bajlpen,” said Hallon, in a thoughtful manner. 

•“ What will become of us*? ” 

The question was answered in a most unexpected 
way. Even while Hallon spoke tha*sound of a key 
was heard, and the door opened in slow manner. 
Someone entered carrying a lantern, and by its light* 
and the feeble illumination of their own can<Jle the 
lovers* saw that the newcomer was accompanied by 
two "other men, fnuffled up* in foreigndooking cloaks, ( 
with soft hats pulled down over their eyes. f But* the 
first man who entered .wore ordinary clothes, and as 
he raised his lantern to look at - the faces of *the 
prisoneis the two saw his countenance most distinctly. 

44 Jules* ” cried Dorothy, slipping off the table. 

” Oh! now we are safe. * * 0 

It was indeed Jules, looking mote me^ff and mild 
than evei. How he came to know of the existence of 
the vault, why he should have entered it at 4:1 
midnight hour, and why he should be accompanied 
by the two men, who posted themselves at the closed 
.door, neither Dorothy nor ,Percy could understand. 

" You are free, I* see,” s*id Jules, quietly; and 
even in'tfie amazement oj the moment Dorothy noted 
that his Epglish much better. 1 ' , #• * 

“Ye$,*I unbound him,” she said,, quickly. *”But, 
Jules, what are you doing hfcre? ” # • 

” That is a long story, Miss Cl^r, and one which 
I cannot tell until J have made things safe. Mr 
JHallon must not; be permitted # to get away.” Ad 
he trfi^le a sigir to the two Itnen. • 

Without & n?ord they thrfw themselv$& jon Percy 
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and began' to bind him again wittf the ropes. „ The . 
young rtan fought for a fevfr moments, but he had 
not yet recovered his full strength, so passively 
permitted himself to be rendered helpless again. He 
could do nothing else. But Dorothy new to help him, 
and found herself caught round the waist by the 
U watchful Jules. 

“ How dare you,! ” she cried, trying to release 
herself. ~ 

“ Be quiet,” he whispered, "or I shall order ymi 
to be bouud also.” 

“ You dare to ” 

" l*darc anything. I aifi the head of the Vtfwel 
Society, of which Sir John Newby ” — he sneered w*hen 
he pronounced the name—" may have told you. Jules* 
is iny name, Miss Clair, but 1 am also * A/ the first 
of the Vowels. *You understand?” 

Doiothy did not listen to half he said, since she 
f was struggling all the time " Let me ‘go! Let me 
go! ”*she panted. • 

" Dorothy, do not figljf against things, as Jhey 
aie,” cried Pefcy, as hi was dragged agaiq to the . 
table by the two men. M Jules will do you no harm, 

I am sure.” 

" (Juite riyht, Mr Hallon,” said the butler. ” You. 
are very sensible. I have a kindly feeling for Miss 
Clair, but if she goes against, iny will it may change 
to indifference.” ° 

" You villiin! ”* said Dorothy, twisting herself free, 
and striking him across the face; very rashly, it 
must be confessed, considering the circumstances. 

He merely laughed. "‘Thai blow wipes Out all 
your kindness to me while 1 was ill, Miss Clair. Now 
I regtird you as one who must be dealt with severely.# 
You and Mr Hallon have crossed Iny path — our path,” 
ad(Jed Jule«i, with emphasis, “ the path of tl e Vowel 
Society You shall both he put out of the way, 
unless— — ” 

" Unless what,? ” called out Percy from the table, 
upon which he now lay, trussed like a fowl. , 

" Unless vSir John Newby buys your freedom . 9 * 

** Richard v you mea,n.M . • 

Jules gave 0 an odd laugh, which sounded e$fe in 
the vault .< You wijl find it difficult to c pro\;e that,” 
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he said; “ that is, if I 'give you the chance.* Jfo "*—he 
addressed the two underlings, who were still hovering 
over the helpless man— “ do not gag him. You can 
go. Wait outside. I have* something # to # say to these 
aristocrats, and Mr Hallon shall he fiee to answer 
me. If Miss Clair mak^s any difficulty I shall calj 
you in to bind her.” , • 

V " You confounded • scoundrel’ " said Hallor, 
shvagely, when »the two men had left the crypt and 
closed the door. " Were 1 free, I would kill you. And 
if you liur{ Miss Clair, I'll break your neck as soon 
asT am free! " • , * 

'T he butler laughed and lighted a thin black cigar 
" That is the very point/ Mr Hallon— when you are 
free. I may not see fit to set you free, or* Miss Clair 
either.” 

“ We shall be searched for." 

" Not in Ihis direction," said Jules, easily. " You* 
fue supposed to have vanished in London. Miss Clair 
canje*nere secreUy I aloiif saw her when she entered 
the ruips above* and I followed to lock the rjoor when 
she entered.*” * 

" Oh ! " cried Dorothy, kneeling beside Hallon. 
" It was you whom I heard when I j*ut the light 
out ? " 

" Why, yes. I ofteft ^ntne t<t the tower on business 
connected with on/ society This be glanced 
round — "is our meeting^place, and* a vew safe one it 
is. I have always congi ululated myself 011 it* 
discovery " * # • 

" Ok ! " cried Dorothy again. "Then it was you, 
Jules, who stole the plan of the catacombs from that 
book in the library." * * 

" Exactly. But if you wi<l listen, I will tell you 
how I tame to steal it. •You must # kjiow my position, 
so that* your own* may be arranged. I lfSve no 
wish t<* liurt either of ycyi ; but •everything, even 
your lives, must give wt$r to the* interests 4 >f the 
society." • # 

** I* wish to hear •nothing," said Miss Clair, dis- 
dainfully. • * • * * • * 

"*C*do," ,saftl Hallon, quickly. "Jules, you are a 
scoundrel, aha you have scored "this time. But our 
time may conje. When it does; I won't ^are yo.11 in 
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any way 4 . Tell your story, if you will, but remember 
that if we get away I shall use it to punish you.” 

“If you get away!” scoffed Jules, derisively. 

“ Oh, 1 am'qiKte easy on that point. It all depends 
upon our friend Sir John.” 

' “Richard,” said Dorothy, obstinatel}. 

“ I prefer \o call him John,” retorted Jules, lightly. 

“ However, I have no time \o waste. Listen, arj^r 
you will see that you are both absolutely helpless in 
the power of our society. I can tell you all in ten 
minutes.” 

“ We are waiting,” said Hallou, quietly; and, 
with Dorothy kneeling beside him, he prepared to* 
listen. 

Jules commenced at once, and continued without 
interruption. “ Our society,” he said, “ was formed 
to get money to carry on the revolution in Russia. 
We tried to get Sir John Newby to join, but he would 
not. However, his brother Richard turned out to bb 
a scoundrel and a forger. We learnt that — it matters 
not how — and made use of our knowledge. Knowing - 
that Sir John Newby was a great friend of my 
honoured master, 1 got myself engaged here as a 
butlei. It "was then at frequent intervals that I 
heard the legend of the Devil’s Ace and of this vault. 

I thought that a secret plac^, ‘-protected by supersti- 
tion, 1 would be a safe meethig-room for our Society. 

I therefore stole the plan of the catacombs, of which 
I had heard from the housekeeper, and found the 
vault. Then I told our. members, and the whole 
thirty-five of us — a small society, you see 1 — -came 
down to these parts.” 

“ What,” asked Hallou, 1 sharply, “ and without the* 
police knowing ? ” 

“ You forget,” ~aid Jules, coolly, “ thete 4 is only 
one policeman in this village-Hobson — and he is 
a foo\. When we want to have a meeting we easily 
get him inveigled to another part of the country. 
Then our members arrive as tramps in some instances • 
— there are many tramps hereabouts, as you know, 
Mr Hallou— Aethers edme ir motor-cars or by railway.* 
And as all come at pight^and singly imievery instance, 
you £an &efc that there is nothing likely 'to excite the 
suspicions of the authorities. In Russia there would 
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be ; but you English* people are such foote that you 
never see what goes on under your noses/* * 

But you can*t get into the grounds without 
suspicion? ” said Dorothy. • 

“ Why not? We do not come up the avenue. You 
forget the *path which .leads here from the Cuckoo's 
Grove, Miss Clair.'* • 

- " Oh! ** cried Derethy, for the third time. " And 

it was along that path that you brought the corpse 
of Richajd Newby? ** 

" You want to know too much,** said Jules, drily. 
Later you may learn the truth — when we have the 
Newby millions. Just now I decline to say anything 
further than that 1 wrcfte the letter asking Sir John 
to come down. Richard intercepted the letter, and 
came himself.** * 

" Sir Johft came ^lso,” cried Percy. “ What 
happened then? ** * * 

" I r<?ftise to tell you as yet. You jcrill hear 
t®-ftiorrow night. We %re going to have a meeting 
here,, and everything will be made clear/* , 

" But surely "you won’t keep Mr Hallon and* myself 
in the vault ? ”*said Dorothy, starting up in alarm. 

" Ob, Jules, let ns go! ’* # 

" No.** said the butler, inflexibly. "You know too 
much, both of yoji* and, therefore, are dangerous. 

If you will meddle with things which do not#concern 
you, you must take the consequences, iNow Mr Hallon 
will remain here, and you, Miss Clair, will be placed 
in an adjoining va\ilt. # Don’t struggle, it will be # 
the* worse for you.” 

" Percy! ** cried the girl, now thoroughly terrified 
“ Oh, you demon— yom beast ! ** cried Hallon, and . 
tried to get free. * * 

tie* only exhausted himself # wjth the effort, and 1 
heard Borothy fofeed out of the crypt by tin? treacher- 
ous butler without being # able to«save her. *When the 
door was closed, and h^ was onc$ more in tlarkrifess, 
his fee^ngs can be better imagined than described, 
^n* that hour Hallon felt that life was more bitter than 
de^th. But what could fre do? . * 



Chapter xxvii ^ 

Jutes was a traitoi and a cruel-hearted Anarchist, as 
Dorothy thought, when he thrust her into another 
vault; r but she could not complain of his treatment, 
other than, for the safety of the Vowel Society, he 
held her prisoner, before ” dawn, he brought her 
some hot codec ayd a plate of cold meat, along with 
bread. Notwithstanding her anxiety, Dorothy was 
young enough to feel cxtrcniqly liungfy, f and there- 
fore made an excellent breakinst. And the irony of 
the situation was that the butler placed before her * 
a pack of caids, so that sh~ could play " patienco M 
—a game Jie knew she was Join! of — and left behind 
him three or four candles so that she should not be 
in complete darkness. Decidedly, Jules had not 
entirety forgotten her kindness to him during his 
illness. Finally, he had promised to treat Hallon 
well, and to release him from Jus bonds. Hut lie 
would not allow hej; to go into the other vault. 

It was no use raging, and* still mote useless to 
think of escape, so Dorothy made the best of an 
impossible situation. It seemed incredible that she 
should thus be held piisoncr within a stone’s tnrow 
of her own home, and with relatives and friends 
looking* for her. Of course, she was well aware that 
they would look, but she was equally certain that 
no oije would search <Jhe catacombs. Mr Clair always 
objected, 11 ' ou the score of the family legend, that 
anyone should descend intevthe depths; and it Would 
never occur to bins — or, indeed, to anyone else — that 
she had gone down ta so haunted a place in Jhe dead 
of night. Dorothy could $ot blame herself that she 
had come, singe by doing *sc> she had found the lcV5t 
Ilallon. But it* was rather,, unfortunate now* he 

was discovered, she could do nothing to help- him. 

, ' ' 210 
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Ho was a prisoner , she *vas prisoner # There was 

no chance of release* for cither of them) * f un less 

And here Dorothy began to consider if Sir John, or* 
rather Richard, would buy the liberty of herself and 
her lover - 

From, what she knew of Eichanlf afid from what 
she had heard ol him, she rather thought that, when 
face to face with the Vowel Society, In* would declific 
fcto do anything. 4\*rtainly, seeing that he had— as 
^Dorothy now Uegan to believe— killed his millionaire 
brother, he would be forced to buy the silence of the 
Anarchists with a round million, if not more. Rut 
ojiee he made himself safe, he ^ould not be inclined 
to surrender more money to free Hallon and heiself. 
Of course, there wari the chance that the Society, 
satisfied with the million paid by Richard for his own 
safety, might let Percy and her gft free. She hoped 
that it might be so. And, indeed, if Jules and his 
gang secifred the mo^ncy they wanted, they wouid 
• undoubtedly go to Russia, there to sow moi*- di.^m- 
In that event the evidence of herself and Hallon 
could, do the Society no harm, and- it w^uld not 
worth while detaining Bliem. Jules was a political 
fanatic, but he Bad some sort of a heart, as he had 
shewn, and would not kill in Euglan^l for th£ sake 
of killing, whatever he might do in his own country. 
In this way Doiotlfy^ ctai footed her self thiougli the 
long hours of tluf day, and between internals of 
thought, she played *• pirtienee ># m a»manuer which 
justified its name. 

Natuially, Peicy t4iou^1it of her all the day. But 
leleased him froni the ropes, and brought him 
food, and gave him a book and a stock of candles, 
and assured him that Do»othy was being well ‘treated, 
so the young maif felt moi% at ease in his mind. He 
wotil8* dearly have liked to k^ock Jules down and 
escape to raise tfie village; but * the butWt always 
biougtit liis two underlings witii him, so such a 
violent mode of getting free was # not to be* thought 
of. All that could be (tone under the circumstances 
B r as to ‘wait lor Uie assembling of the Anarghists, 
and then in one way*or anVthgr he and Dorothy would 
khirw of.thftir fate. Bui, like the gifl herself, Percy 
did # ijot believe that the Vowel Socjety would go 
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so far as to* murder them • both. Yet Hallon shud- 
dered to think how easily the two of them could be 
•killed and buried in the vaults. If the society 
dispersed quietly, then no one would ever know 
what had become of the unfortunate lovers. 

Hallon coula dot help admiring the dexterity with 
which Jules had availed himself of the fatrily legend. 
Probably he had come down originally (knowing, as 
he confessed, that Newby was «or intimate friend of 
Mr Clair's) to see as much of the ■ millionaiie as* 
possible, and to take every opportunity to work on 
his feelings, so as to get money. But Sir John had 
evidently proved impossible, so use was made pf 
Richard. In some way Jules and his friends had 
learnt of Richard Newby's rascalities, and thus had 
lured him to the Cuckoo’s Grove. When Sir John 
followed, on the information of Mrs Broil, anxious to 
save her favourite, Richard had apparently murdered 
him with the knife which he’ had taken from the 
library, a,nd which he had perhaps brought -with the 
intention of killing the writer of the letter, who knew 
so much about hrs past. -Then the Anarchists had 
kidnapped him, and at Soho imd threatened to have 
him accused of murder unless he surrendered a 
million. That was the case, as Percy thought it out ; 
and from all he could .see, and from what he knew, 
his surmise was correct Richard Newby was the 
murderer, and the mystery of liow the body had 
got into the * vault was clear. There seemed to 
be no doubt but what Jules had carried it there, 
since, from the stolen plan, he kuew how to find the 
crypt. 

Percy also remembered the numbers of tramps 
which infested Beltan and Axleigh. Undoubtedly — 
and on Jules's confessicj — many of these were 
Anarchists, who cliosg that way to avoid suspicion, 
when they came to meet under Abbot Hurley's 
Tower. And, then* any who came in motor-ca»'S or 
carts or en bicycles .could easily slip into the grounds 
of the Manor House by the winding path which led 
from the Cuckoo's Grove across the meadowlands, and 
then passed through thf bees to the ruined Tow,gr 
itself. The whole idea was very ingenious, ana » a 
quiet country *yillage was the last place Where. the 
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authorities would sifspect Anarchists w^re to be 
found. i 

In this way Percy and Dorothy passed the long day 
— and to both of them nt seemed extremely long. 
However* as they were midergrounfl, ’they did not 
know when the day §nded and the night began. 
Dorothy had no watch* and Hallon's had been taken 
%from him by a dishonest Anarchist in Soho. There- 
fore the time ofrthe meeting arrived speedier than they 
had imagined it would. Dorothy, who had fallen 
asleep, was aroused from slumber by a hand on her 
shoulder, and saw before her a yian with a lantern — 
apparently one of the two underlings of Jules. He 
told her to come to the Meeting, and she recognised 
his vjicc. • 

44 Count Bezkoff! M slie exclaimetl, starting to her 
feet. • 

u Hush ! #M he .said, ’softly. 41 Do not say a word. 

• 1 am your friend, and the friend of Mr Hal Ion. Tor 
Miss Minter’s sake 1 fynvc promised to save 3 t ou. 
Rely gn • # , 

44 What will you do? *• she asked, in a whisjtei . 

“ Nothing at present. Wait until the meeting is* 
over.” ‘ j. 

44 Am I missed in the Manor Houser ” 

"Yes. Rverv out* js earning foi you. But the 
police have not beet* called in, since it; is supposed 
we arc holding Mr Halloa as a fiostng*, and his life 
may be forfeited if the law is invoked to assist. It 
is lucky the police *ar^ not here,” added Bezkoff, 
thankfully, 41 as the whole of oui society are in the 
vault to-night, and even coming singly it would have 
been difficult to avoid suspicion had Trusk dnd his 
men turned up." • * 

"‘Bbt Hobson? ” . . # 

41 He has been decoyed to a place two m?fes away 
— within his beat, certainly, but# distant *from the 
Manor House. Not a word more. .Hold you* tongue 
and do not shew anger. I’ll do aU I can to Ijelp you.** 
• 4< *Can ’you ? ” pleaded Doiothy, eagerly. _ 

44 Yes — so long as the # s(feiH^r thinks, I* am faithful. 
If # ttiey guedfeed that I was betraying them, I should 
be kiljed. ^Silence! ” * • *• 

Dorothy obeyed him, and said no moie. Her, heart, , 
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beat rapidly as she was led into the vault. It was 
• lighted with many lamps and candles and crowded 
with people, both men and women Some were 
foreigners, and others English ; some were well 
dressed and oihers were in rags. Hut one and all had 
vety bright eyes and lean faces, and sqcmed to be 
devoured by fanaticism. Percy, unbound, was at the 
far end of the vatflt, and Doiothy was led up to him. 

“ You can sit together,” said Bezkrff, coldly; bub? 
of course, his coldness was for the benefit of the 
society. 

“My darling! ” whispered Percy, and he claspfcd 
her hand ; noi* did he release it until the meeting was 
at an end. 

Jules was seated on a stool at the head of the stone 
table. On this 'were writing materials; but* there 
was no sign of wine or food. Apparently the Vowel 
Society had met strictly for business, and did not 
waut tomcat 01 drink. Poiofhy looked foictlio false 
Sir John, but could sec no, sign ol him Before- .^he 
could ask whet e 'he was, the proceedings commenced. 

These were characterised \ 1 y little formality. Jules, 
-as A, with the other heads o f the society, termed 
1 especli vely E, I, O, and l T t sat lound "the stone 
table. The remaining members lounged against the 
walls, or sat on the stoue flqpi, to the number of 
thirty.. Julen did most of the speaking, and reports 
were handed' iti by various people regaiding the work 
of the association in connection with the piocuring of 
money for the cause The usua* business terminated, 
the question of the moment was bioached by Jules. 

The butler, who looked as meek and mild as ever, 
and who was still wcanng «his livery, explained that 
Sir John Newby, so-calltvi, had come down that day 
to the Mano*, House, and had been brought at mid- 
night to the towet When the i-ocietv ivere made 
acquainted with the reason for his * having* been 
bioughcp before thgm, he would be introduced. Jules 
then stated that, failing to' get Sir John Newby to 
give money for the cause, he and the four other heads 
had tried to.iii)veigJe RJdiard, hoping in some way to 
utili se the resemblance between the twifts, T,uck>iiy» 
Jules had foujjd out hhe idealities of RiclrAid — he did 
not announce what these were— and so had been" able, 
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muter a threat \>f exposure, to. bind Richard .to the 
interests of the society. Jules had written*fhe letter 
asking- Sir John to come to Cuckoo's Grove on his i 
way to the Manor House, in the hope that a last 
appeal might be made to him, 

“In fact,” Jules went on to say ^n* French— a ud 
Hal Ion tnniijatcd most of his speech to Dorothy —* 1 I 
hoped to force him to give us money — a Sew thousands 
*— by threatening to. denounce kicHard who was a 
Jfcrgtr and a thief.” 

“ He only forged his brother, Sir John's, name,'' 
railed out* Hallon; “ and Sir John would not 
jrGsccute.” - , • 

* There ’you are wrong, Mr Hall on,* said Jules, 
calmly, although some of •the other members scowled " 
at the interruption. “ Richard had forged several 
othci names, and also had stolen mfcney. I obtained 
«\idencc of tl**se things, and could have had him 
pi executed.* 11 ns was my reason for asking Sir Jolnf 
4 a meet iiw v -— not knowing my name- -in the Guckoo’s 
Gi^ve. 1 intended to ask for money, or else denounce 
Richard, and (flag the name of Newby m.the mud. . 
However, being in the service of Mr Clair, I could not 
get to the Oro\c rft the appointed time, and so I # was * 
some minutes late— in fact, fifteen minutes. Tlieie I 
found, as I thought, Sir John contemplating the body 
of Richard. Rut a frord$ soon shewed me that 
he really was Richard, looking at the body *>f v Sir 
John. I then threatened ta denounce Richard for the 
crime, unless lu assumed the chatacter of Sii John 
and got 11s the money. Since Richaid is an a*eom- 
pltslu*! forgci he can easily do this, foi he can imitate 
Sii John’s, signatuic* exactly. Also, since he was his 
biothei’s secret aiy, he is .easily able to handfe the 
business, knowing ftll about«it.” 

*' Thft#thue is a diffcieuee betwgeq thc-twins,” ,said 
Hallon *again. • •* 

*‘ Not 111 looks, Mr Hallon; and Richaid was easily 
able to assume the peculiarities of ]ys brother.* How- 
ever, Richard accepted, ana I took Jilin, with the body 
of* his brt>ther — we • carried it between us-^-by the 
winding path ts> this* vauH* * Jn the night, Richard 
weift,«ip to London, as it *was necessary to invent the 
comedy # of *1110 kidnapping, that nojliing might 
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connect Richard with the crime. He insisted that 
this should' be done, So that the blame might be laid 
ron us. Alter a certain period he left Soho, and went 
to bis brother’s house. You know all that has 
happened since then.” ^ 

He wiped Ms 'forehead, and there ensued a hum of 
conversation amongst the members of the society. 
Bfezkoff, who yv r as at Dorothy’s elbow, said nothing; 
and when next Jules' began to^ speak, it was about 
the lovers. ^ /v 

“ With regard to the strangers sitting yonder,” 
said Jules, pointing to Hallon and his beloved. 
11 We have had to keep them prisoners because th^v 
have been meddling with things which do not concern 
them. There is no need of further explanation, save 
for me to say that they know too much. I propose 
to invite Sir Johw, alias Richard Newby, in t# face 
this meeting, and extract from him a qheqtte for one 
million — in fact, several cheques, since rt will be 
difficult to get one million paid in one. v Then we ( 
will let these young people go, and promise lo Judd 
onr tongues about Richatd’s assassination of his 
brother.’ ’ " 



CHAPTER XXVIII 
•> • • * * 

'TJefoke any argument could ensue as to the advis- 
ability of acting in this way — and several Anarchists 
seemed ready to speak — a member went out, and 
immediately returned with*Richiyd. He looked much 
the same as he had done, and even whs more com- 
posed. The likeness to his brother was remarkable, - 
to say # the least of it, and of course, as he avas wearing 
the grey clothes and white waistcoat which the 
millionaire invariably allected, the resemblance 
became efen more striking. Dorothy no longor 
• wondered* that she, and her father, and many others 
hayHbeen deceived. Mrs Broil and Lady Panwin had 
been ^harper, *aiul Dorothy men tatty congratulated, 
them 'on their cleverness *in piercing the disguise. 

Richard avoided locking at Hallon and Miss Clair,* 
as he must have known that they were aware df the 
truth, and apparently was anxious to* spare himself 
an awkward meeting. He to^k his place at the foot 
of the stone table, and Jules spoke. • . 

” I have explained to our meirfbers,* *5aid Jules, in 
English, ” that you murdered your brother, Sir John 
Newby.” • , 

“ That is not true,” said the man, calmly. 

” What! Do you deny that you are Richard? ” 

” No. But I deny that* I muidered my brother. I 
came down to the «Cuckoo’s«G rove to meet the person 
who tWd written that anoriymot^ letter* to Sir John; 
and, arriving a trifle late, 1 founa that John Jfad come 
before* me — as I understand that my nurse *had told 
him of my journey — and* I foun<J Trim dead. You 
accused me of the crime, and I <^>uld not defend my- 
s61f«. Therefore, I • am in your hands, As I am 
playing the part of <ny Bicfther with great success, 
aaUno oqe ^rows that f am Richard, I can give you 
what.pionejr y>7u want.” * • 

*17 
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“ You liwl better/’ said Jules, tHreateningly.* If 
you do not, you will be denounced by us.” 

“ And' so you will get yourselves into trouble,” 
said Newby, coldly. 

“Oh, no! We have -arranged all that. I am 
simply Mr Vkiir’s butler. I went to Bcltan to get 
some white vinegar on that evening, as Jhady Panwm 
can assure you. I came to' the Giove. I saw you 
strike the blow, ' and ” - . * 

11 You did not ! ” * 

“ What of that ? ” asked Jules, with a shrug. “ 1 
can say that I did, and you will be hanged. If you 
state Ghat I am an Anaiclifst yon will only be laugfied 
at. No one "knows of our meeting in this place, and 
no one can connect me with the Soho house. And 1 
may tell »you, Mr Newby — or,” added the man, 
mockingly, “ rather 1 should say Sir John — that if 
you sent the police here they would meet with a 
terrible doom.” * 4 

“ What do you mean by that ? ” • 

“ We could disperse, put when the police* ^ T eie 
in this tower— in this vault — they d’ould be blown 
up. Beneath this tower I have contrived to lay many 
hairels of gunpowder brought by oui friends ” 

“ You axe a villain! ” said Richaid, choking with 
rage. 

” And you arc a murdefer, deny it as you may. 
Come now, Sir John ’’—again with a sneer — “ you 
must airangf to pay us o.ie million pounds.” 

“ And if 1 do that ? ” 

“ Then we will take the inouey and go to Russia 
to carry out our plans, and no one will ever know that 
you killed your brother.” 

“ 1 did not! ” said Newt?y again— and earnestly. 

Therp were murmurs, tor the patience of the mem- 
bers was getting exhausted. “ You know r 4 hat w r e 
can haKg you,” said Jules, sharply. “ There is no 
more time to talk Arrange to give us the money — 
write ns several cheques— and you will be safe.” 

“I agree! ” said Newby, and the vault rang with 
applause. 

“On one condition,” he went on; and murmurs 
arose. 

“On no condition! ” cried Jules, angrily. 
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• 

44 Hhx condition*! ” pursued Ricjiard, imperturbably, 
“ that you release Mtes Clair and Mr h^illon at 
once.” 

44 We agree to that — but they shall be set free to- 
morrow morning. Of collide,” added Jules, turning 
to Percy, “ if vou betray anything $Lr* Newby will 
be blown up.” * t ^ 

41 What do you mean? ” askcd # H allot*, startled. 

• “ What I say," rejoined the butlef tartly. “ You 
leftist not biing«the police on us. We shall hold 
Richard as a hostage until these cheques are paid.. If 
you tell wfiat you know, or betray the seciet of the 
to\fer, 3*011 will hear an explosion l# and Richard Newby 
wifi be blown to pieces. Aftei wards,'* said Jules, 
significantly, 4 ‘ our society will deal with you.” 

44 I refuse ” began Dorothy, wln*n Bezkoff 

touched lur arm. 

“Consent! It is your only chance of escape,” he 
said, softly* * • 

• Hal Ion sfiw that, and agreed. 44 Only one thing uo 

I lie declared, aftei # a pause. 44 Is Mr Newby 

ready ttf rt mam as a hostage? ” * , 

44 There seems to be net choice,” said Richard - , not 
looking at him * I shall sign these cheques. Give 
me a pen.” # * 

“Waif ” said Jules, pointing to the lovers. 
44 Take Mr Ilallon to* ^ne* vault, and Miss Clair into 
another. Tomorrow Ihey shall be set frc£. TT « 

44 But how uni I expkiitf my alftcncek” demanded 
Dorothy, as Bezkoff hurried her to the door. 

44 I’ll tell you that* to-morrow,” said Jules, • with 
a cyifical smile— “As Mr Clair's butler, of course. 
But remember that if 3*011 or Mr Hallon betray us, 
the man who has saved yoft ” — lie pointed to Rithaid, 
who stood waiting, ^>en in hjftul — 44 will be killed,” 

TherfrHallon and Dorothy wey Jed aut, safe; for 
the time •being, at the cost of absolute 4 ecrecy. 
Percy tfirew a glance over bis shoulder jutft before 
the door closed, and saw t that Ricjiard Newby was 
already signing the cheques whic1\ were to bpy their 
and his own life as a murderer. * 



-CHAPTER XXIX 


* 

j 

Great was Mr Clair’s joy when his daughter 
reappeared at nine o’clock the next morning. The 
poor qld squire was not pompous now, since, in fris 
own way, he loved Dorothy dearly, and could aot 
understand how she had vanished so mysteriously. , 
In spite of the warning of Willy that Hallon’s life 
would pay for the intervention of the police, M; Clair 
had decided that very day to send for Inspector 
Trusk. The arrival of Porotlij 7 put an end to the 
necessity of this, and she was welcomed by her. 
lather and Lady Pan win with great joy. <, 

“ Hut what became of -you ? Where have you 
been? ” asked Lady Panwia, who was the first to 
recover her self-control. 

Docotliy answered readily enough. Jules, true to 
his promise, had instructed her what to say; and 
Jules, meek and timid in looks qs ever, was hovering 
round the breakfast-table waiting to hear if she 
would keep her premise about necessary concealment 
for Newby’s sake. Dorothy J suppressed a .shudder 
when t she saw the dangerous little man, and lost no 
time *ixi answering. “ It .vas my own fault,” she 
said, quietly. “ On the night before last, instead 
of going to bed, I sat up fretting after Percy. Then 
the idea came into my Iv^ad to opce more go to the 
crypt, and see if I could find the Ace to tunjrit. I 
went dc$vn after midnight, and lefr the hou§e‘ by the 
library window. But when 1 got down itjto the 
catacombs, I grew confused, and lost my way. I 
wandered about all night, and then slept for hours 
in some part I knew nothing about. I was quite lost, 
and vmly this morning dijl I fipd the right passage. 
Then I came up at once, ac I knew you must.hc.ve, 
been much (fr stressed about me.” i 
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' She paused, and Mr Ckur raadily swfcljowed the 
story, although Lady *Panwin raised her Eyebrows. 
It struck her as improbable. However, she held her 
peace, and the squire answered. u I ought to be very 
angry with you, Dorothy. * You wenj (Jown to that 
fatal crypt against my express desire, and you have 
caused your*aunt and ray self great pain. We could 
not understand what had become oj^yoti.” 

• " You understand *nbw? ” 

Oh, yes. If shows me how very wide-spreading 
those catacpmbs must be. I Shall see about getting 
them explored. But I shall say nothing more, as 
doubtless you have been sufficiently punished by the 
( misery you have undergone. My poor child -Mr 

* Clair kissed her forehead—" I wonder this experience * 

did not turn your hair white. Tq be tost under- 
ground! Dreadful! And you 'must have been 
starving." # * 

Lady Panwin grunted. Dorothy did not look as if 
%he had bden starving, and when she sat down to the 
table* did not *rat nearly, so heartily as a starving 
person -would have done, Also, she made ao remark • 
about Hallon, which seemed strange, considering* how 
deeply she loved him.* The fact was, that Jules, had 
also arranged for the entrance of Peipy in a way 
which would not betray tlje truth, and Dorothy knew 
that a London telegrqjm — sent by an obliging member 
of the society who had returned tp town 3n a lhotor- 
oar — would arrive shortly. Lady Pa A win, being 
desperately shaip, noted everything, and was about 
to put Dorothy ibrot?gli,a stiff examination, When 
Mrs ifroll entered in a great state of alarm. 

“ Oh, my lady, my lady! 11 she said, throwing up 
•her hands. “ Such^a dreadful thing, my lady. John 
has .vanished! ” * * 

Mr C|air jumped up bs quickly as lift ag<; would 
let him. * “ When *\vill there be an end tt> these 
dreadful things ? ” he asked, in An agonised tone. 

“ You must be mistaken 1 Mrs Brail. We ’expect 
Sir John jlown to breakfast. He \was perfectly well 
wtfed he retired to bed last, i^ight, although, likei all 
of ns, he was *upset •by-tlfe iisappeanatfce.*of Miss 
Clam* ExplaVi yourself. , 

” I .can’t explain, sir, any Inore tifcm I have 
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explainell,’’ sobbed Mrs Broil, with Pier apron to her 
eyes. “John has vanished like a ghost. I went up 
to take him the cup of tea he likes in the morning, 
knowing he would rise late, and 1 find the bed 
hasn't been slept in; aiid the window open, and 
his dress suit taken ofl, and his grey day clothes 
takeu away —and — and— oh deal me!.. What has 
‘become of -the oijly one of those lovely twins 
left to me ? ” w • 

“ Perhaps Sir John went out for a walk,” suggested 
Lady Pan win, and looked at Dorothy. It struck her 
as strange that the girl did not express lier astonish- 
ment: But, naturally enough, Miss Chur, still u$dcr 
the sharp black eyes oi the hovering Jules, was 
looking down confusedly. 

“ He couldn’t have been walking every night — 
I mean all night,” exclaimed Mrs Bi oil, quite 
flustered. ” I think there must be «t curse on this 

. t n 

•house 

“ Did you see vSir John Newby, Jules* ? ” asked 
Mr Clair, dnectly. 7 

“ Oh, vo, mo'tisieur. He retire las' night,’ and no 
come heic dis monnn'.” T lien he glanced .stealthily 
at Dorothy, and she noted that his English again was 
imperfect. Jules was a bom actor, and played his 
pait excellently. lie even deceived Lady Panwin, 
sharp as she was • * o 

Dorothy ,jvent up to her room to lie down, saying 
that she \v? s worn out, and the rest dispersed to 
search for Sir John. All the servants were pressed 
into the hunt ; but, in spitg of cveiy hole and corner 
being thorough!}’ searched, no sign of the missing 
man could be discovered. Lady Pamvm suggested 
that, Mike Dorothy, he might have gone down the 
ciypt aud have got lost, but Mr Clair scouted the 
ideq, and wvmld ,nqt permit anyone to descend. Not 
that anyone was particularly anxious to go. Even 
in djyLglit the Manoi servants disliked burrowing 
uuder L that to\ve r of ill-fa^nc. It was just as well, 
as Dorqthy learnt J at er, when she went to walk in 
the garden. * 

We masjt send lot the police, after all,” ,paid 
Mr Clair, when all search "proved futiV • • ■ • 

“ Remember wliat Willy said abou{ Mr Hallon’s 
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0 life/’ said Lady 3 ’an win, warningfy. “ l^tlle police 
interfere, he will lose it.” * ^ V 

•‘Then what is to be done? ** said the* squire, 
helplessly. 

“Let us wait for a few*liogrs,” advised the old 
dame. “ After all, vSir John may havt gone out foi 
a walk.** 

“ 1 don*t believe it. Sif John is not a^fool.” * 
, Lady Panwin quits # agreed vfitli* this, and, in 
rcaulity, did not # believe what she said. But until 
JI a lion was rescued it was hjr one desire to keep 
Francis fionf communicating with the authorities. *At 
twefcce o’clock Dorothy canif down to luncheon* and 
pla>%d her pait in the comedy ifery well. During 
-the meal a telegram arrived. Jules brought it to 
Miss Claii, looking as demure as a cat, aqd secretly 
amused* 

“ Oh! “ cried* Dorothy, trying her best to assume 
j<»y and feigb surprise. • “ It*s from Percy. Listen,, 
father — listegi, auntie ** ; and she read : “ 1 Have 

escaped. Coming down by four o’clock tfain. — 

l'u?cV’”. • \ 

“Thank Heaven! ” cried the squire, pleaded with 
the news. • 

Lady Pan win took Uie telegram and looked a> it 
grimly. She saw no reason to doubt* its truth, 
especially as Dorothy, was indulging in a flood of 
delighted tears. • * * „ 

“ Francis,*’ she said, gravely, “«v r ou cati send for 
the police now lo look into this matter of Sir John\s 
since Mr Uallon is safa.” 

“Oh* no, no! ’’ cried ^Dorothy, terrified at * the 
mere idea, and Jules, at the .sideboard, turned to 
look stealthily and uneasily, at his mistress. • 

As there was another metJting of Anarchists on 
that veiy night in the $ T ault, he certainly did not 
want Trust and his* minions to lilufiit the grounds. 
These tqo-zealous constables, sharper than IJobsou, 
might discover more than wfts good for them, gr for 
!he society. # * 

Ijidy Fattwin turned sharply on^porothy. • 

“And why noj ? ” sjie asfcedL pointedly, • 

anight t>e dangerous,” stammered* the girl. 

“To whoftw?*** 



224 the devji/s ace 

" Ther$ t night follow Percy and kill him,” *said 
Dorothy/* at her wits* end 'to prevent the police 
coming. ' ” Wait, wait at least until Percy arrives, 
and we hear what he has to say. He will come to the 
Manor some time after five o’clock.* * 

" Yes,” sctid^Mr Clair, after reflection, but looking 
careworn, ” that will be best, Selina, T think. Mr 
Hallon will have to take the trouble of this search 
for Sir John off my shoulderr. I am not fit for it. # 
The events of the* last month have -quite broken trte 
down.” 

So it was arranged, and Lady Panwin sniffed. She 
was wore certain than ever that Dorothy was hiding 
something, and that the story of being lost in r tbe 
catacombs was a myth. However, she determined 
to abide ker time until Hallon arrived. Then she 
would force Dorothy to explain. Lady Pan win was 
as keen as a hound on the scent, and made up her 
*mind to know everything. 

After luncheon, Mrs Bioll went wandering about 
the place, wringing her hands, and calling at inter- 
vals on Sir John. If he were lost she would be placed 
in an embarrassing posit 'bn, and she really could 
not think what had become of Mm. Lady Pan win 
looked at all this disdainfully, as she well knew 
that it was her favourite Richard for whom Mrs Broil 
was lamenting. But Mr Claii Jid not know this, as 
on the previous day, when the false Sir John was 
visible, no explanation had been brought about. 

” I believe,” said Lady Panwin to the housekeeper, 
“ that Richard has run away* as he guessed that X 
knew the truth.” 

" I'm sure that I never told him,** sobbed Mrs 
Brolll “ You are too hard on poor Richard, my, 
lady.” 

'* Then you don’t know where he is? ” t 
N 6, I don't,’ your ladyship. ^ And I didn't come 
down -here to * be insulted,” cried Mrs Broil, 
indignantly. " I have put up with much, but I 
shall put up with.no mor£. I shall leave this house, 
and not enter it again until Si** John returns.” 

r1 Until .Richard doert, you inegn,” said Lady, 
Pan win, drily. ” Don’t Keep up tha* fiction, now 
that we ar? alone.” /*' 
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t Mr% Broil dropped an earjy Victorian ctiftjfcy, and 
walked out on to the lawn. Jtifia was engaged in 
leading in her bedroom, and Mrs Broil was *glad to 
be alone, with her own thoughts, although these 
were none of the most pleasant. She wandered 
aimlessly about, and finally selected a 'secluded seal 
behind the Dancing Faun, in a ‘spot where no one 
could see her. There she sat, looking Jike an old ’ 
VMtch in the sunlight, *a&d thought of*what was to be 
done. After a tii^e .she dozed, and finally fell asleep. 

Percy duly aimed, and Dorothy flew to his arrgs. 
Lady Panwiti watched the meeting, which was quite 
u;it|i enough to satisfy her., The young man tald a 
s u>iy of incarceiation in the topmost rdom of the 
• c olio house, and related, dramatically, how he had 
escaped by bribing his gaoler vritli his watch. He 
Lad, lie*said, discovered nothing. '* ‘ 

“The police •may discover much/ 1 said Lady 
Pan win, whtfli he had finished. 

I don’t .think it is wise to speak ot the .police 
just lipw," remonstrated Ilallon, quickly; and Lady 
I’au win noticed diat, like frothy, he also .objected 
i o the law being put in iwotion • 

When Mr Clan, •xprgssmg himself satisfied, went 
c ut of the iouin, she spoke to Peicy. “ Come heA,” 
said Lady Pan win, grimly, and stepped oftt on to the 
lawn. • • ^ 

Hallon, somewhat j*iJzIed, followed, and Doaathy 
(.line with him. They fyllo*ved Lsftly Pa#*vin across 
the grass to the nook, wherein the Dancing Faun was 
placed. There the old lady sat down and proceeded 
to ask questions, quite igfloiant that Mrs Broil had 
wakened up at the sound of strange voices and was 
listening with all her eais. • • 

“ Now then,” said Lady** Panwin, still grim; 

“ both you tell me thrj exact truth.” • 

“What ^lo you wean, auntie ?” "asked Dehotty, 
startled. # j j 

“I mean that you arc both keeping something 
from me. Your disappearance ajiu Mr Hallon *s 
•tettv:i\ coincide too mpcli to be the result of accident. 
Tell me the truth.*' , # # * 

have *tom it, Lafiy Panvrin,” said Percy, 
desperately. # * * 

h * * 
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u IndJidifc ” She f rose ter fzgb, u Then \ can 
Safely sehd for the police lo hunt for Sir John 
Newby.* 

“ No, auntie, don’t do that,” 

” I will not, if you tdfl me what you are keeping 
from me. Frsfcicis will do anything I tell him, and 
he is waiting to hdar if he should, 05 should not, 
communicate with Axleigh.*’ 

“ What makes ydu think, Lady Panwin— — ” t 

She cut the young tnan short in % most aggressjye 
way. ** I have seen rigns and tokens. I need not 
explain. Also I have an intuition that there is 
something behind all ting.” 4 

11 But, aufitie, if we tell you there is danger tcA Sir 
John,” said Dorothy, in a« piteous tone. 

” Ha! ’Vcried Lady Panwin, with deep satisfaction. 
” I knew that I* was right, **Since you have admitted 
so much, you must admit all.” . r 
* Hallon shrugged his shoulders at Dorothy’s 
slip 0/ the tongue. " If we are frank € with voi^ 
Lady Pan win, will you solemnly promise to hold your 
tongue?” • „ f c y , 

” Yes,” she said, shortly, and closed her mouth 
with a snap. Mis Broil, r crouehing behind the 
pedestal, listened attentively, and looked like a 
wicked old load curled up amongst the long grass, 
which grew very luxuriantly <rm the hither side of 
the statue^ ' ** 

The promise haling been given, IJallou told what 
had happened to Dorothy and himself, and, indeed, 
was .quite glad to do so. From what the girl had 
told him he recognised thht Lady Pan win wcyild be 
invaluable in helping to get at the root of the mystery, 
and, ’therefore, kept nothing back. When he missed 
out a point by chance, Dorothy supplied it, and Lady* 
Panwin’s eyes grew larger ,>aml larger, ancl harder 
and harder, as 'she listened to the recital of the 
villainy which had been taking place under Jthe very 
shadow of the Manor rodi. 

” Ho! ” she skid, when' Hal Ion ended, and rubbing 
her nose. “ So orchard is gujlty of this murder, 
after all.” , « c 

“ He denies that lie is,*fr said Dorothy. , , , 

41 Oh, he ta would deny anything. Ydi# don’t know 
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Ridiard as I do. It i§ a £ity that he slfboSd escape 
scot-free.” * • 

” What do you advise, then? ” asked Halloa. 

“ Well,” said Lady Panjrin, with more than her 
usual grimness, “ if you want me t to # consult my 
feelings I should say call in the police and let Richard 
be blown ttf Kingdom Come-. although it won't bt 
the sort of place he effects it tofce.'i * 

But if that is done. Lady Panwin, the Anarchists 
certainly will harm both Dorothy and myself. I don't 
mind for myself so much as ^or Dorothy.” * 

” As if I could live without you,” cried thy girl, 
earnestly. * * * 

, u Well,” said Lady Panjrin, nibbing her nose again ^ 
in a vexed waj', " it will be best for us all to 
keep quiet and let Richard pav the^e cliques. At 
all events, that \$11 get rid of 'these Anarchists. 
After wards* we must consider what is best to be 
# done,” 

“ You'll say nothing,” said Percy, as she rose. 

And ?'U go inskle and stop Francis from 
sending for- the police, a^$ou suggest. Tile eojnedy* 
must be played ouj. I should be sorry to see it turned , 
into a tragedy, for V our sake. But I would* see 
Richard blown up with pleasure”; anil she stalked 
away, looking more gaunt than ever. 

Dorothy and Perc> ^mbraedd . " Everything will 

be all right soon, my deadest,” sgid the«young man; 
fondly. ” I think your aunt's advice* is the best. 
We must let Richard' jpay for what he has done, and 
get rid of these terrible people.” • 

u But if Richard is guilty of the murder.” 

” I do not believe that he is,” said gallon, 

" decidedly ; ” the tqpes of voice were too honest. 
Howler, whether he ^s, or whether Jbe isn't, we 
cannot f help things And I eerttfinJy don’t tsa ni us, 
my dear, to be pursued during the honeymdon with 
bombs. 4 ’ • * 4 

They talked for a few# minutes longer, ana were 
aljput to saunter away, when a nfcise in the summer- 
house near at hand # attractejj|L their attention. A head 
peered out edutiousfy, |and *was followed by a 
aisitj5utabteJ%oking body. • The # lovers guessed that 
this vtfas Besskoff, and when he crawled towards 
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them cafyitkmsly they sspvv that their guess ? was 
correct. r * * 

” I have been watching for you,” said the Count, 
softly, and Mrs Broil again pricked up her ears. 
" Miss Minter c told me that you generally sat near 
this statue, "so I waited in the summer-house to get 
£ chance of speaking to you^on the quiet. If any one 
comes say thht 1[ am a beggar, that I am trespassing, 
,and turn me out.” * * 

“What it it you wish to say? * asked Hallcffi, 
anxiously. <J ’ 

“ This,” Bezkoff looked louud. It was beginning 
to grbvv du$k, for c Percy had taken a considcrAle 
time to tell his story. “ To-night there is to be a 
full meeting in the vault. ‘ IJ has been sent to cash 
one of the 1 smallest, cheques in Ixrndon, to *see if 
Newby is acting quite squarely. If it is honoured, 
the rest of the cheques — whiqji we will lvive to cash 
ht intervals, as the amounts are large — will probably 
be all eight. Therefore, tom oi row mornifig, Newby* 
will bo allowed to go. But,” ended Bezkoff, * With 

emphasis/ " 1 believe that it is A’s intention^- ” ‘ 

“ A is Jules, is he not * 7 ” asfyed Dorothy, hui- 
riedly. • . 

“ Yes. He t is the head of the society, the moving 
spirit of everything, and vqry dating. He instructed 
me to see to the train?* of gus -powder which is laid 
on the snrfcice of ^the ground near the tower, and 
which cotnuftini rates witfi the bairels below the 
vault. I believe that he means to get the society out 
of the tower, and leave New By behind, so as to^ blow 
him up .Then the cheques cannot be stopped, which 
they might be if Newby were set free.” 

" Brit even if Newby wa* set fr^e,” argued Hallon, 
" he is still in your pow?r, because of the murder.” 

“ I api be^innuigt to think* that he is inifticcnt,” 
said thfe Count, unexpectedly, *“ and tlfat Jules 
cannot £rove his 'hupposefi guilt, as he declares he 
can. “At all eveuits, it is* my firm impression that 
Jules intends to g$r rid of Newby by two g’clock jn 
the morning. Newby is Ju my crfaige, and I conduct 
him to and *■ from the vauft jhe Is confined in, to £he 
vault where the meeting ta*kes place. I ify'ill prob&bljf 
be told to shut him* up just before two o’clock in 
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the .morning. Then Jules will send tfcj [members 
away and fire the train, or it may be tha^ be will 
instruct me to do it.” 

44 But the explosion will wreck the Manor,” cried 
Dorothy, horrified. ; 

4 ‘ Well,” said Bezkoff, casting a fclilnce at the 
ruins, 14 tha* tower is 0 some fittle distance away. 
Still, an explosion on a large senile certainly will do 
a lot of damage. However, if Jule.^ instructs me to 
fi*e the train— and lie may, as he has every trust in 
me — 1 will not do so. I shcil know later if I .ain 
appointed to explode the mine. If so, I will let you 
kn|w, by leaving a note in dhe siynmer-house. “Come 
down here about twelve o'clock to-night, and you 
* will know.” 1 

“Oh, how dreadful it all is ! ” cried Dorothy, 
tearfully. “ Cannot we get the po7iee to surround 
the tower? ” * 

44 No, Mils Clair. Jules would then be desperate^ 
and fire the mine himself. Better let liim, assign 
that task to Inc.. Then tht^ie will be a chance of the 
explosion not taking place. V ' * 

44 But if you disobey Rules' oiders you will be 
killed.” * . 

1 must lake my‘ chance of that,” said BezJcoff, 
quietly. 44 I have done so much harih by being 
connected with this sc>pe£y tl^at I may as well do 
some good, even at tlft cost of my life. Oj\ ly, ifi I do 
disobey oiders and save* the tower 1 , tell iSliss Minter 
that I tried to be a good man for lier sake. And, of 
course,” added the Count, ^quickly, 44 I may be wrong 
in thinking that Jules intends to proceed to extremi- 
ties. Howe vet , the fact that I am instructed to look 
•to the tram of powder, mid see that all is right, 
points to his intention to blUw up the building and 
NewbVyMth it Now, g»od-bye, M Jie # ended, abtupjdy, 

“ and at midnight 3ook for a letter in the summer- 
house. Then I may be able to tell you exactly what 
Jules means.” / # 

He nodded, and crawled hack to Hie summej-house. 
jt allou ancf Miss Clai* wanted to ask Turtlier questiqps, 
but thought that it *woul& * best J. o* leave so 
dan$fcrous § spot. Jules, Vho was all eyes, and as 
stealthy # as a Vat, might come down. If fre saw them 
* j > . 
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talking lp r «Bezkoff might guess ' that the C&unt 
intended, to betray the society/and then very dreadful 
things might happen. However, the lovers departed, 
quite determined to trust to BezkofE to the end. 

The twilight grew darker, but Mrs Broil still 
crouched in v tlfe nest of long grass she had made. 
With the quick intelligence pf a cunning woman, she 
had taken in* every 4 word, and quite understood what 
was about to hippen. Now* she was wondering if 
she could turn her eavesdropping to* her own advan- 
tage. Wriggling herself round the corner of the 
pedestal, she kept her two wicked eyes on ihe opening 
of th6 suminer-hou§e. Shortly, and when the light 
was dying rapidly into uncertain darkness, she saw 
the supposed tramp steal out and take his way 
through the shrubbery towards the ruins. Mrs Broil 
lubbed her hands and chuckled. Then she u&se and 
glided on his trail, swiftly and noiselessly, with the 
‘unerring intuition of a Redskin. r 



CHAPTER XXX 

Mrs Brolt, returned to stippef in a very happy state 
of ^piind, as could l>e judged from her high vSpirits. 
Shu told the housekeeper that she was certain that 
r Sir John would reappear spon, and then she and Miss 
Flint would be able to return to Loudon. 

“ T must confess,” minced Mrs Btpll, ‘*tUat I arid 
not accustomed to the quietness * of the country. 
Gaiety is in my blood.* Can we not arrange a little 
entertainment to amuse ourselves this evening? Oh,* 
1 think so. Let me see, I shall consult with Julia, 
wjh8 has ideas, .even though she is as deaf as a post.*’ 
The .result of this convocation with Julia' was, that 
Mrs Broil produced her famous gramophone, which 
she had brought down, and treated the servan'e ^ to 
the kind, of entertainment she was accustomed to give 
to her slum people. Jul^s was highly amused with 
Mrs Broil \s verses when poured out by the machine, 
and complimented her on the cleverness o? her drains. 
The ex-nurse accepted his compliments *in a demure 
manner, but did not seem to be very anxious to con- 
verse # w r ith him. From what Mrs- Broil had gathered 
from the overheard conversations she was afraid of 
# the butler. To the rest of the servants he was a 
*meek, silly, foreign person.^ But Mrs Broil saw in 
him a dangerous man, who wished to destroy society. 
Often, Tfcrjjjen glancjng at him f artively during * the 
evening she wondered if he intended to blow’ up the 
tower. v Iu that case the Manor would be dfhipaged, 
and even if the servants escaped — is they probably 
w<#rid, since thdr sleeping apartments were Tar dis- 
tant ’from the ruins^-the gentry in the front par'j of 
t£e Jiouse would be killed^. jSToit that Mis “Broil cared 
in tfieMeast, she hated Lady Fanwin, despised her 
weak 'brother, the squire, and detested 'Xtorotby for 
« 3 * ' 
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her youlh ®md beauty. •■Decidedly 'the housekeeper 
of Sir John Newby was not a ‘'pleasant person. 

While this entertainment was proceeding in the 
kitchen, Lady Pan win w^s listening to an account pf 
Bezkoff’s reyetytions from Hallon. T&e old dan^e was 
very much excited, ^nd wanted to .send at once for 
/he police. vShe also saw that if the tower was blown 
up the front '■part o£r the Manor might suffer. But, on 
reflection, it did not seem wtet* to inform the local 
authorities, since Jules, driven to desperation, mi£ht 
explode the mine forthwith. „ 

“ He ought to be arrested/* said Lady Pan win, 
flushed and . anxious. ^ £ 

11 I doubt if Trusk would do that/’ said Hallon. 
** You see, lie would not believe our story, and while 
he was debating its truth, Jules might get tp work. 
We had better {rust BczkoJT, my dear lady.” 

“ That is all veiy well, ftjr Hallon. c But if this 
explosion does take place, any one in the.se rooms 
would c be killed.” * • 

“ I think not, The towpr is some /list n nee nty*y.” 
” 1 don’t intend to risk 4 it,” said Lady Panwin, very 
decidedly. “ I daresay voif and Mj* Hallon, Dorothy, 
wilL go to-night to the summec-house ? ” 

” Yes/* answered her niece, promptly, “ we must 
go there about twelve, to learn the latest news. 
Count BezkoJff will lcfcve a as we explained, 

AVhuPdo ydu say to that, aunt t ” 

11 The summer -house is ‘safe. I should advise you 
both to stop theie until the explosion takes place.” 

“ K may never take piac^j.”* 

” Oh, I don’t know. Court BezkofT may riot be 
allowed to fire the mine, and Jules will certainly do 
it in that case. Howeveri, 1 shall come out to the* 
siunmci -house also, and*! shall bring Francis.” 

“cWiJl you tell Mr Clair ? w t' 

” No,* Mr Hallon; 1 certainly ‘shall not* tell him 
that his fc rioperty fs to be J)lo\vn up. He is so^Jelicate 
that lie would probably fgll down in a fit of some 
sort. Rut I shalj/ say that we have received news 
that vSir John Newby — I^jpnst caft him so to FrrmAs, 
as be does'* i*ot yet know the* iruth*-will returij to 
us at two in the morning, 1 and that imist # siwajt 
him in the Vummer-liouse.” 9 • 
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41 JBut, toy dear lady, Mr Cla/ir will nc£ believe 
such a wild story." . * * •• 

44 Oh yes he will," said Lady Patiwin, quickly. 41 I 
shall make him. Then, if we are all out there, and i 
the explosion bikes place, • we shall be safe. The 
servants cannot' possibly get hurt, se<#ing where they 
sleep, else 1, should have them oirt also." 

44 Would it not be better to tell father everything? V 
inquired Dorothy, ai^iously. • • % 

% 44 Mo, my dear," said her aunt, decidedly. 

44 Francis would fall ill, and^f he did not, he would 
certainly sfcnd for the police? So fai as I can *see, 
the police would be absolutely useless. We §re all 
in*the hands of Count IteikoiT ”• 

44 Then I am certain that we are safe," said Hallon ■ 

44 at least, the towei is. Bezkoff wishes to stand weir 
with Willy Minter." * 

44 Stale newtf, Mr Hallom I saw how tbe land lay 
days ago. •However, Dsliall now go and see Francig. 

• Wlmt is tjie time? Ten o'clock Then at twelve you 
had •better go to the summer-house. Francft and I 
will come lat< 3 \” • * 

So' ‘Lady Fan win departed, and in £01 we^ way* 
managed io induce her brother to believe that Sir, 
John Newby would serfppear w ith an explanation in the 
Munmei -house at twelve o'clock, or perhaps at two. 
Mr Clair w T as very nyieh puzzled, as well he might be. 

44 Of course, Seliim* I bcliVve what ^ou say,” he 
temarked, 44 .since I know that# you invaiiafily tell 
the truth. But it seems strange that Sir John com- 
municated with you jnstead of with me.” 

44 Jsfot at all,” said l$ady Pan win, calmly.* 44 He 
did not communicate directly with me or in writing. 

But Count Bezkoff ” . . 

44 That Russian scoundrel ! ” said Mr Clair, 
indignantly. , . 

44 ffe J:s not a ♦scoundrel,” rejoined Lady# Pa«i win ; 

44 or, if he was, he is trying to become a ^ood man. 
But I saw him to-day. lie has *been luiln^jg about 
this place disguised as a»beggar to*get an opportunity 
•f .talking to me. # I chanced ujfoji him, and he says 
that Sir John^is in the ]>yver of the Anarchists, but 
. will, be rejea!sed la!e, jpnd Mil theft *come to the 
summer-Aog&e— between twelve, and two." 
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,f But Jvtyy to the sumit^-house B ** - % , 

** I cdii't say. That was all Count B efekoff 
, declared/' 

Mr Clair reflected. u Selina," he said at length, 
** I always thought that 1 Newby knew xuore about 
Bezkoff than* h£ chose to confess, since he permitted 
him to escape wbenT would have had fyim arrested. 
Also, in spitf of his denials, I fancy that Newby is 
connected in some way with, t these Anarchists in 
Soho." n + 

" That is quite probable, Francis. Sir John, as 
you know, was kidnapped, and 1 dare say' they only 
let him go on certain tertps. He probably departed 
secretly last night tb fulfil those terms." 

** Then he must have gone to London — to Soho." 
Lady Pa^win did not correct her brother. 4t He 
might have — 1 cannot say. But, without doubt, they 
ha\c kept him again a prisoner for the time being. 
However, Francis, we must * wait to-nigbt in the 
summer-house for him." * « 

" Selina, I object to being in the night-air at* two 
in the morning." f * • • 

" It- is summer-tim* 4 , and perfectly dry, Francis. 
However, if you do not choose to‘ come, I can go 
myself. Dorothy and Mr Halion can keep me 
company." * 

" No, Selina," said Mr Clair/, with dignity. " I 
sliall go with you. No doubt' Newby will explain 
his extraordinary oondu'*t* and his equally extra- 
ordinary return at such an hour and in such a 
place." 

" I daresay. But remember one thing, Francis* It 
will be best not to talk of his return. Don't even 
tell Mrs Broil." 

“ She is the last person 1 should tell. I dislike 
*that woman. .And, if you pleise, do not dictate to 
me, Selina. I know now to hold my tongue/ " 

Lady Pan win, having achieved her end, wejit off 
with a curt nod. Mr Clair ‘would certainly be at the 
summcr-hou.se, and*, if the explosion did take place, 
then every one woxld be safe. Of course,’ Newby ■ 
would not apoear, since he/would be shut up in the 
tower. And then the truth would have t<v be told O vo 
Mr Clair. But Lady /Panwin, averse as' die was to 1 
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whi %t lies, told them calnrty, since there , toste nothing, 
dae left to do. Bad as Richard Newby *was, she 
would have been glad to save him. But there seemed i 
to be no chance of doing anything. The police were 
helpless, and everything depended upon Bezkoff. 

** You should have followed him to where the train 
of powder Was laid, 1 * saffl Lady Pan win, reproachfully, 
to Kalian, " and tfyep you could tyav<f poured water 
<m t«t powder,” 

u Jules might have exploded the powder when 
below/' said Hallon. ^ • 

“ What! and blow himself up also? ” 

• f Anarchists are capable? of anything,/ said Hallon, 
earnestly. “ I really do not see what we can do, save 
depend upon Bezkoff. If the exploding of the mill? 
is left to him, it will not take plape.” * 
u We should have told the police/* declared Lady 
Panwin, who was becoming nervous, and then a 
cordon cpuld have been drawn round the tower ;*fld 
tfye»explosion prevented/’ * 

. “ Well/* sa$a Hallon, (impatiently, “ it is too late 
now'.** m * 4 . * 

. So he thought^so Lady Panwin thought ; but shortly 
before eleven o'clook 'Willy Minter arrived, breathless 
with excitement. She saw Percy and porothy in the 
drawing-room alon^, si^ce Mr Clair and his sister 
were talking in the* library, t 
" I have seen Count B^koff/* # snid \\ftlly, Who dis- 
played no surprise on beholding Hal/bn. “ He has 
told me everything.* I have sent Billy ten minutes 
ago^ for Inspector Trusk* in his motor-car.” * „ 

“Then everything is lost/* said Hallon, des- 
pairingly, *' My dear girl, why didn't you # tell me 

v Because I want lo s?ve Count JSezkoff/’ cried 
Willy, defiantly., He gave nffe <a message for you, ‘ 
instead of risking a letter in the sumtner-Bouse/* 

" Why didn't you tell us that farlier? " • 

14 I only saw him halfcati-hour ago ; and after send- 
stt^gr Bitty off to Axldgh, I hurt*4ed on heie at once. 
Listen! Count Bezkoff Ijp* been ordered by Jules to 
fire the train* He doeswnot ftite’hd to *d<5 that Before 

tv&o o'clbqj* he will take* Sir John Newby- ” 

'^Richard, you mean, dear/" said Bfcrothy. 

• * 
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“ I doiftfr^now which itSs— |md I don’t care,” *said 
Willy, recklessly. “ It is of Count Bezkof! that I am 
p thinking. Well, then, when he takes Sir John 'Newby 
to the vault, where he is to be kept uiijil the morning, 
the society are c to disperse, and th erf the train is to 
be fired, But Count Bezkoff is going to lead Sir 
John up the stairs and brifig him to fhe summer- 
house. In fad, he will set him /ree. And if he does 
that, can’t you see,” cried Willy, despairingly/ fl the 
Anarchists will kill hiip, unless they are captured. 
So I have told Billy to 'infoim the inspector of every- 
thing. ^ Then the police can surround the tower and 
arrest llie Anarchists- when' they come out.” * 

41 But the explosion ? ” t 

“ There will be no explosion. Jules has left it to 
Count Bczkbff fodiie the tram. He will not do* that, 
but will release Sir John Newby instead- Now, was 
1 wrong in sending for the police? ” * 

'“No,” said Percy, promptly. “ What , you say 
quite alters the situation. However, let ns go to- tyie 
summit -house After all, # 'Be/koff nlay have left 
another detiei there.” f 

“ He has not,” said Willy, following the two out 
of doqrs “ He gave the message to me instead.” 

The night r was warm and" dry and windless. 
Occasionally a late remaining nightingale was heard 
singing, and p at intervals therr v funded the distant 
hooting of an owl. * It wa*s some time after twelve 
o’clock, and dbubtlcss Juk*, suspecting nothing, had 
gone to the tower. Just as the young people reached 
the summei -house, the lights in tlie library were 
extinguished. Shortly, the windows of the drawing- 
room became black squaies, and all the house seemed 
to be deserted. This wos^done by * Lady Panwin, so 
that the Anarchists should not,, suspect that ang, one 
was on yie alert. •'Shortly, also, Lady Pan win and 
her brother came across the lawn to the summer- 
house. „ * ' * 

“ Jules thinks we have all gone to bed,” said Lady 
Panwin, cautiously^ “Now, he, will begin his 
devilries.” <• 

Mr Clair in a &tate <3>f bewilderment. /Vd 
really do not understand what all this is' ©bout^” ne 
said, irritably.' “ Why have you put out the lights, 
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Selina? Willy/ why have # you come her<^? Dorothy* 
why are you not in bed? As to* Mr Hallofl^ — ” 

(t Francis ” — Lady Pan win laid a strong* grip on 
liis arm — 44 be silent. We are all in great danger. I 1 
should have kept this fronf you if I could have done 
so, but you may as well know that there is danger.” 

14 What — what — what ? % ” spluttered Mr Clair. 

44 I can tell you nothing just now,” ^whispered tls? 
old dame, impatientfy. “ If ydu don't want us to 
fell into the p^wer of these Anarchists, please hold 
your tongue.” * # 

The vagheness of this threat sobered and terrified 
Mr Clair, and he very wisely took Lady Pajiwin’s 
advice. The party moved 'toward the summer-house, 
intending to wait within* As Percy approached th£ 
door a small figure appeared and utteiyd a slight 
screatft, then it flashed away amount the shrubbery. 

44 We are discovered,” said Porothy, distressed. 

44 No,” ^tid Hallon, quickly, ” that was Mrs BrolJ. 

• I \vonder*wliat she was doing here at this time.” 
i 4 Martha, and out at this hour of the flight 1 ” 
exclaimed Lady Panwin.\ 44 Fiancifc, I believe that 
she is* connected with tl«^ Anarchists also. *A most? 
dangerous woman.” . 

44 If she is, she will tell them that we are here,” 
said Willy, alarmed. • • 

44 We must take *>ur *chance of that,” said Lady 
Fanwin, stolidty. • • • * 

No one was able to understand* why Jfirs Broil had 
come to the summer-house at such an hour. Had the 
housekeeper been present heist*! f she might have 
explained, or she might *not have explained, tlfat she 
had come to find the letter which Bezkoff had said 
that he would leave. It was just as well that the 
Russian had changed his lgjnd at the eleventh hour, 
and had given a verbal message instead of one in 
writim?.» But the nerves of ou£ and all •were so 
stretched with suspense that tjjey did not think 
further of the little woman’s vagaries. * # 

One o’clock struck frofn the stable clock, and still 
1 $icy wifited in the semi-daikness, listening breath- 
lessly and watching the blgek bqjk of A^bot Hutley’s 
'Ttyrpr. TJie Anarcliis 1 % muSt all have come to the 
vault by thir winding path* at tte back jf the grounds* 
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as none of (hem appeared Jo cross ifcfe lawn. Xhete 
was no soUnd of the police approaching* It w&fc a 
most exdting and terrifying horn, and it made every 
f one hold his or her breath, as half-past one* struck 
with a clang. Soon, they VottJd kuowif the explosion 
would take plare, or if Count Bezkoff would pro\ e 
true and bring Newby to tlje summer-hpuse. Willy 
grayed inwardly for her. lover all the time. She was 
absolutely certain? thftt he would* not fail her. 

At length, two tall figures were seen crossing the 
lawp in a rapid and stealthy manner. The next 
moment BezkofT was amongst the party in the 
summer-house, and with him was Newby. Then con- 
gratulations ensued/ Lady ■ Panwin quite forgot ner 
c^islike of Richaid, and shook his hands warmly. Mr 
Clair was qt once delighted and perplexed. 

“ How did you escape? ” asked Dorothy. 

The Count replied. “ 1 was sent to*take Sir John 
tp his vault, but, instead of locking him ujf, I brought 
him here. The society are still in the vault.*' < 

“ I wish you could blow them up,” cried Lady 
Panwin, angrily.* * 

4 ” No, no,” said Willy, /juickly; “ let the police 
.do that. Listen! Billy! ” * 

The cheerful toot-toot-toot of a motor horn was 
heard. Apparently Billy's machine was sweeping at 
full speed up the avenue, an* 1 the police from Axleigh 
would be he*e soon to -arrest thte villains, who were 
unsuspectingly plotting in the vault below the tower. 

“ I am glaa that there will be no explosion,” said 
Dorothy, shivering. 

Scarcely were the words $ut ot her mouth before 
the tower seemed to dissolve before their eyes in a 
furnace of red flame. A moment later came a bellow- 
ing sound, and the air r.s filled with debris. 

” On your faces! ” shouted Bezkoff, and as if ^trtick 
by lightning, the ^hole terrified * group of* human 
beings were on the ground. r 



CHAPTER * XXXI 

»* 9 * 

<f, GoOD Heavcrts! Who can have fired the mine? ” 
It was Hallon who first staggered to hi£ feet .and 
stuttered out the question. In the air there was a 
stltong smell of sulphur^, and the spot where the 
tower had stood was veiled in clouds of smoke. The 
night had grown suddenly darker, and Hallon di& 
not know if tho^e who lay on the ground were dead 
or alive. Everywhere fragments of •stone and debris 
of all kind$ were scattered. The catastrophe had been 
sudden, unexpected and terrifying, like an earth- 

• quake. * # 

Lights bega® to flash in the windows of the Manor 
House,* and almost immediately a terrified .number of 
servants poured out on*to the lawn. Round the* 
corner, from the direction of the avenue, raced Billy. 
Minter, with Inspector Trusk at his heels. The young 
man carried one of the motor lamps! * 

" Is every one Is^ every one Great 

heavens, Hallon, you are wounded! There blood 
on your face.” • • , / 

** Struck by a stone, I expect,” murmured Percy, 
vaguely, and felt a tri% sick. ” Here, Billy see if 
the ladies are all right. Luckily, we were not in the 
house.” 

As he spoke Count Bezkofi arose, looking wild and 
ragged in his disguise. IVusk immediately laid his 
hand%upon the Countfs arm. * Who^are you? ” he 
demanded. 9 * ? 

a Obunt Bezkoff,” said the Russian, hurqedly, and 
with an inward qualm. * • 

^ He d;d not know how much# Willy had told the 
inspector about hto, anc^ thought that he* would be 
arrested forthwith. *But •Willy* had jnanaged better 

• than that, fys appeared Vhen Trusk dropped his hand 

apd^alute8. * • 


259 
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" I you, sir/* he said, respectfully. "^liss 

Minter ,s£nt a message through her brother, that 

you had been watching these Anarchists on behalf of 
the Russian Government* We are indebted to you 
for the capture/* * C 

" Capture? ** T echoed Bezkoff, much relieved at 
gliding that lie was not e^cn suspected. “ Why, 
every one of the ^Anarchists must be blown into atoms 
by this time. I have reason to believe,** he adde$, 
cautiously, “ that the entire society vfas below in the 
vaults. In fact, I knovfr. 1 pretended to* be one of 
the society in order to denounce it, and so was enabled 
to rescue Sir John Newby/* £ 

“ Is he fiere?” asked Trusk, much interested. 
^-Ah! ** as a tall, heavy figure came forward, “is 
that you, Fir ]ohn ? ** # 

11 Yes. 1 am here, quite safe/* replied the voice 
of Newby, “ thanks to Count Bezkofr. .Where are 
your men, Inspector ? We must cany the ladies 
into the, house. They tune all fainted, and so has 1 
Clan * , ' 

. “ My men will be here soon,” said Trusk. “-Mean- 

while— here/* lie called to tlfe half-dressed and wholly- 
' terrified servants, “ conic and help the ladies/* 

By this time Billy had revived his sister, who 
struggled to her feet with a tyewildeied air. She, also, 
was not hurt. Dorotli^ was *l)Hng by her father, 
and both \ve*e insensible. Tue squire’s arm — as was 
afterwards dhcoveretl — bad ‘been rendered useless by 
a falling stone But one oi the ladies had not fainted, 
and that was the stout old ‘aunt. Cady Baldwin, 
having escaped quite unhurt, soon recovered her wits 
— rather scattered by the explosion — and was shortly 
directing what was to be (Joiie. , 

Now that the worst was over, the servants came 
forward v and 'T)orr>tky was taken into the 4 library 
along with her father. Willy and Cady Panwin were 
able to walk, ami the men,, save for Mr Clair*& arm, 
and the v slight cu^ on Percy’s face, were untouched. 
In a very short space of time the women were put 
to bfd— that is, the girjs were— for Lady Panwin 
resolutely refused to gc, ahd took her brother to his 
room, where she set to vfoik to revive * him. “The 
police had arrived by this time in various vehicles, 
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an3 with the gentlesnen* and *tlie inspector went to 
review the scene of the explosion. * . 

When the heavy smoke cloud passed away the moon 

•shone out in the sky, anti so. radiant was her light 
that the extent of the damage coult easily be seen* 
The tower was completely wrecked, almost to its *d^ep 
foundations* and there was a gigantic hole filled with 
smoking ruins amUtvilh human bodies smashed to 
pieces. The |»ight was gruesome, to say the least 
of it. The wall of the Manor House near the tower 
had also •been smashed, and all the windows were 
shattered. But the force of the explosion hard gone 
u^w;ud, so the dwclIing-lflSuse wrre less tfroken up than 
was expected. • 

Throughout the night the police work^l to get out 
the bodies of (lie Anarchists, \0ho had thus been 
punished by* their own wicked villainy. Many 
villagers cumc from Be^tan to assist, for the explosion 
had been, heard for miles, and the pillai of fy e which 

* had^shot into the aii had been seen by several people. 

Amongst thosf who worked so hard* were Bczkotf ancl 
HalKm. * * 

“ [ say,’* said# Percy, while, they were apart for a* 
moment or two, '‘you rue all right, 1 hope? ”* 

“1 am not wounded,” said Bczkoff* quickly. 

” T don’t mean tliytl. <ihit if you are arrested ” 

41 I shall not be ffrtested. *Did you not hear w T hat 
the inspector said, Mr HaWon? Miss M$iter told him 

* that I was a mcmbei of the Russian Government, and 

had lieen trying to tijip these Anarchists for own 
country.” v • 

”Oood! ” said Ha lion, much satisfied. ”1 should 
not have liked you to get into trouble, BezkoflF, 

* for you have redeemed tie j>ast. But for you, 

Bczkoff, Richard Newby would Jhave *bcen blown to 
bits.”* . # * 

“ Yes,” said Bezkoff, frowning. ” 1 anj glad I 
saved Slim. But who can have fired the min?? ” 

“ Jules.” • , • 

«” No. .Tf the sqfiety- was in I4ie vault— and we 
know that it was— Jules \\V«J^n$t ha\g; ilown it up. 
H^had no reason to So IJiat, since every member was 
*a ffi^nd. # T3fc whole thirty-four. have gone.” 

I* thought that there were thirty-fivg members? ” 
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" I am \ht thirty-fifth," *said the Count, qbkjfiy. 
“But I Have escaped/' 

f " Good ! " said Percy again. " Then I, hope yon 
■will mix no more with these revolutionary affairs/'* 

“ Never! " * slid Berkoff, fervently, " I ahall 
dedicate the rest of ncy life to Miss Minfer who has 
sived my character. Npw that the Vofael Society 
has been put out* of 'existence J .need not fear to be 
stabbed, or shot. The past— my past— has been cut 
off by this explosion, an<^ those I knew with it. Nofo 
X am free to begin a new life. That I shall do, in 
England." 

“ With Willy Mincer ? " jsked Hallon, smiling. 4 
Yes," said the Count, flushing through the grime 
on his handsome face; u that is, if she will have me." 

"Oh, she 9 !! have you. But that she loves you she 
would certainly not have saved you from the hands 
of. the police. But the question still* remains. 
Bezkoff," 

" What question ? " ( 1 

“ Who fired the mine? "* < * 

The Russian looked pulled. " I really cannot 
*say. Some time after I left you I v^ent to see if the 
train' was in order. It was, aiid -then I came away. 
Everything was right. And as Jules is dead — as X 
believe— I can't say who explode^ the barrels of gun- 
powder." u * * * 

" In what ^Jirection was the train of powder laid ? " 
asked Hallon. 

" Come this way." Bezkoff led the young man 
some distance round the gapmg hole, and to a^e^fy 
thicket near the winding path which led across 
meadow-lands from the Cuckoo's Grove. 4 * It was 
here," he said, pointing Jto a portion of the wall that 1 
was still standing. " See, the powder was piled, on 
this spot, and w<nt v through that, hole downflrto the 
barrels in " < 

“Hullo! " said Hallon, interrupting unexpectedly. 

" X heard a groan." 

He looked round, and so did Bezkoff. Sotrie 
distance awgiy, and on th§ other Side of the mangled 
thicket, the two men 1 found the body of Mts B330II. 
She was bunnt black with powder, and; Jnany Of '-her 
clothes, had been torn off. Her face^was also coveted 
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with blood, and* her leg wm broken. But^h* was now 
beginning to recover *lier senses, and the* first sign 
had been the groan, which Hallon had luckily over - 1 
Jteard/ When Bezkoff dashed some water in her face 
she groaned ag§in, and then' sighed and opened her 
eyes. From the look in them it was apparent that, 
although shaken, and perhaps dying, she was in foil 
possession of her senses. She recognised Hallon. 

44 Is he dead? ” slftf asked, faintly. 

V 4 Is who dead ? ” * 

44 Sir John Newby.’ 1 •• • 

44 You mean Richard? ” 

i 4 No I don’t. Richard jvas m^rdered v Sir John is 
alive. I hate him. He intended to turn me away. 
Through him Richard \fas murdered. I wanted ro 
blow him up.” „ * 

44 Ah! ” cried # Bczkoff, “ then it rfas you who fired 
the mine? ” * # 

44 Yes,” said Mrs Broil, with faint maliciousness. 

* ” I heard all the conversation when I was hiding 

behind that statue, near # the summer-house. Yes, I 
did. And I followed you %o this place, to*see how I* 
could' set fire to the gunpowder. You said that Sir 
John would be sfione the tower. I wanted t$> kill* 
him, because he — he ” Her voice died ^way. 

14 You wicked woman ! ” said Hallorf, indignantly. 

44 Y r ou have blown ug mofe th$n thirty human beings. 
Sir John, as you can him, is safe.” J • 

* Mrs Broil, in spite of her faintifess and injuries and 
pain, uttered a shriek which rang wildly through the 
night air. 44 He is alivej ” she yelled. 44 Oh!* And 

I have failed, after all! He will— he will ” She 

could get no further,' but fainted right off. 

» 14 Wh«it does it all mean ? ” asked Bezkoff, as he 

assisted Hallon to*carry the* miseraf>le % woman to the 
Mafio% + , | , 

44 It nseans, I think, that Mrs Broil knows more 
about ^bese things than we gave her credit* for. At 
all events, she fired the mine.” f * 

44 And followed me,” said the Count, in vested tones. 
44 *How fdolish of me not to be mofe careful.” * 

44 Well,” said Percy, drily, 'i a 9 things have turned 
out, 4t is*l*mky you wire not careful. Mrs Broil, 
by trying blow up Sir Jdhh, has fidivered you 
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from you& enemies, zyid soured you 'a new lease of 
life.” . - 

The night wore on gradually to day, and when the 
dawn appeared more people arrived on the * scene* 
The police were stationed everywljpre round the 
grounds, so hs #to prevent strangers entering. An 
inquiry was tp be held into the cause of tfye explosion, 
and to inquire why ^Anarchists had made the tower 
their licadquartefs. Tut this *was in public. In 
private and ip the drawing-room — siiace part of the 
library was wrecked— Mr Clair gathered together his 
friends, and insisted upon an explanation. Even 
Julia Flint was there, as ^lie had particularly asked 
to be present' when she heart! that Sir John had come 
tu life again. And there she sat, devouring the man 
she loved with all her eyes. 

Clair first addressed himself to NcWby. “ I should 
like to know, Sit John — — ” he began, and got no 
further. * 1 

“ Tha^ man,” said Lady l'au win in hard tones, 14 is* 
Richard Newbv.” * « 

” Selina*; can’t*! believe, my own cy£s? ” 

"No!” snapped l:i> sister. “ That is Richard, 

* who murdered John, and, as J waS always fond of 
John; I want to see Richard hanged,” 

Mr Clair, ‘‘perfectly aghast at this accusation, 
raised his hand to enforce ‘‘silerce and speak. But 
Newby prevented him. ” ' 

" Allows nV to make the explanation,” he said, 
quietly. ” It will throw' light on many things that 
now are dark. I am not Richard Newby, although in 
a measure, I pretended to b£. Mv name is John.” 

“ No,” said Lady Panwin, " you have many of 
John's* pleasant manners, but also I can see several 
of Richard’s nasty tricks” ' 

” My mannC/s are ( my own, Lady Pan win,” retoYtcd 
the tn alS, heatedly, 4< and I assumed some* tricks of 
Richard for reasons of my own.” 

” I should like to hear 'diose reasons, John. 

” Then you adniit.that I km John? ” 

“I'll ftear your** reasons first,” «*said Lady' Panwilt, 
don fitfully. c ” fc You ,ar^ ctftainly morg like the John 
Newby I knew. Go on,” c w ^ * 

The rest ot the company listened breathlessly wh$Je 
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Newby spoke. He raised his voice gradually, as he 
grew heated with his narrative, but on the whole, i 
^poke*very quietly. # 

“ You know % much of my • storv already,” he 
declared; w how I sent Ricliarc^ to Russia, and how 
I followed #him to the Cuckoo’s Grove. When *1 
arrived there, shortly after *sewen, I discovered his 
dead body by the stire. Jules arrived, and from what 
h«L said I saw that he knew Richard. • Also, I saw 
that be mistook me for my Wnather. He thought that 
I had killeii him, and addressing me as Richard, he 
i nested that 1 should pretend tc$ be myself in order 
to give money to his society. Otherwise, he assured 
me he would accuse me T)f murder. I had to yielaV 
since I caught sight of the knife near the body and* 
recognised it as tire one which had bdfcn in my library. 

It was known That I was on bad terms with" Richard^ 
so I saw in a /lash tfiat a case could be made up 
against me. Also, Jules declared that he had seen 
me* strike the J>low, whiiji was a falsehood. How- 
ever, I, fell into his humour, and, pretending Jo be • 
Richard, I ‘went, first tortile vault, to carry there % 
along with Jules ^the body of my miserable brother, 
and afterwards to the Soho house, so # as to give colour 
to the kidnapping story. When the time was ripe 1 
returned to my home c But \ Jules and the society 

always thought that i was Richard masijheradtng as 
^Sir John, lo make them think So— as %nuch of my 
safety lay in their mistake— I pretended to affect 
several of Richard’s ifiatyierisms, which you, JLady 
Panwin, saw. It was very clever of you to think that 
1 was Richard. But you were not so clever as ftjartha 
JBroll. She recognised me at once.”. 

“ Then why did s*be say tfait you wejge Richard ? ** 

“ T cannot tell you. *No doubt* when sheds well 
enough* sfee will ^ plain. However, you can guess 
now why I admitted that Atny Sanding was wife. 

She was sent here by the /ftiarchist^ ” 

“ No,” interrupted BezEofT at ‘this mojnent, “ I 
sexft , her to 3 r ou, for I rqp^ly believed you to* be 
, Richard. 1 dirl so to stop tke •marriage betwreen 
y*>u$ejf and *^Iiss Clair, Vis Miss Minter asked me 
to' do so. I guessed that, as you*w r ere nfcasquerading 
as Sirr jdhu— Jor I thought that you were-t-you Vquld 
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m i * r • 

not be able to deny that Miss Sanding had married 
you." 

u She did not n^arry me*” said Sir John, very drily* 
" She was the deserted wile of my brother Kicharau 
Whpn I tool? her away, I made her confess that she 
knew who I really was. I arranged to* pay her an 
income, so she is qvite* prepared to state that l am 
not her husband!’ Your device 0 was a very ingenious 
one, Count FezkofL But it has failed, and I «*n 
free; With regard to the Anarchists, I had to to 
the meeting, and sign the cheques to save'myseli and 
Dorothy and Halloq; Fortunately, only one has tjeen 
presented to 'the amount of v two thousand pounds, and 
uruat money has been blfcwn into the air along 
, with the rest of the cheques to the amount of one 
million, which wire in Jules's possession. 1 am*happy 
to pay two thousand for my freedom. 4 And I quite 
forgive you. Count BezkofF,' for giving me Miss 
Sanding as my wife, seeing that 1 owe my life to* 
you.” c % 

' He patVsed and wiped his face, for the day was 
very "hot. 0 

** Jiut who killed Richard? ” disked Mr Clair, 
anxiously. ” You will not be' safe* until that is 
cleared up." n 

“ No one can accuse me';” said Sir John, quietly. 

” Jules and?his gang are dead/ # 1 am quite innocent.” 

Ml this t*ne, JiAia ha ? sat with her eyes feed on m 
Sn T 'hn. She frequently asked what he was saying, 
and L Willy, who knew the f deaf and dumb language, 
explained to her. When she had heard tha last 
remark of the millionaire she rose. 

“ I' can prove that Sir John is innocent,” she said,* 
in her fiat ^oice. “ Wait! " * 

vShe went Out of the door, ahd re-appeared so^qtfickly 
with the gramophone that it coulc^bc guessed she had 
brought it beforehand into the hall. Placing^ this on 
the ttfble she produced 'a disc from her jacket and 
put it ,in order. < Then f!he set the machine going. 
Al], watched hef, much 4 astonished and "interested, 
wondering* what she ♦meant. , But the astonishment 
became greater when the sV rill voice ofM, r s Brolf was 
heard to proceed from the machine. 5fle was .spik- 
ing to a lp'in who had a deep voice; and rephod to 
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flea* at intervals. The broker* eonversAipe ran as 
follows : , * • 


“ Dpn't go to Russia,” said Mrs Broil, u until youj 
rfnd out who wrote the letter. JJpress as John and! 
keep the appointment. If you can silence th% person, 
whoever it is, all the better/* % f • 

“ And if* I don't ? ’* •asked a man’s voice, at the 


sound of which Sir John Netvby started, 

" That is Richard T voice,’’ cried Newby, then Jaeld 
bi^breath. ' Btft part of the record had been lost by 
hisspfeaki^g. * # • , * 

" . . . put you in prison\ Better that; John 

should die/* y 4 > 

<T I don’t want to kill John,** s^d Richard's ‘Voi^ 
“ Then I shall/* retorteo the voiqeof Mrs Broil. 
Nevjby rose hiyrriedly, and interrupted the machine* 
*' Do yon mean to say that Mrs*Broll killed my 
brother? ” # he* asked Julia, rapidly, in the deaf-and- 
dumb language. 

• 41 Yes,”* she said, unemotionally, “in mistake for 


yo».** * . ♦ # 

‘The /others stopped the* two speaking, ap$ the* 
machine went on to the en^of the conversation. Then t 
Julia produced anoth$T%disc, and that related suffkient 
to shew that Mrs Broil, in conversation with Richard, 
had announced her intention of beguiling Sir John to 
the Cuckoo’s Grove bj jneans the anonymous letter, 
and there killing him w^tli the knife taijbn fnta the 
^library. She hoped to *put the blfme on the 
Anarchists. “ As to the knife,” Mrs Broil’s voice 
explained from the fhaqjiinc to Richard, “ Count 
Beakc® has been often in the library. We'll say that 

he took the knife and killed- ” Here the jecord 

Jbroke off. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

Ko\} T that tfie truth Iiad become* known ,i.ii ■?<> 
wonderful a manner, ^Vlrs Broil should certainly have 
been hanged for the,' murder of Richard Newby. But 
she escaped £he justice of tyian— in other words, fThe 
f&.v€r recovered f*oni the ^effects of the explosion, 
which she ^eisp^ had caused. Her meagre body was 
'much more shattered than Hallou and BczkofJ had 
thought. After lingering for two days «»ii great agony 
she passed away, and it war. only during the last 
hour of t hei miserable life, when she kne\^ that she 
could not live, that she confessed the truth. J'rj^sk* 
, himself, iriio lnad been informed of the evidence pf 
the gramophone, took do \pi her confession, and she 
signed the same in Ins presence. Tt quite exonerated 
Sir John 9 » 

To make arpretis of the document, it appeared that 
Mrs Broil had always hated Sir c John as much as she 
loved ^Richard, and li/id iieqv^Jitly connived at the 
younger tw'yp’s nwalitiati, * when he swindled his 
generous elder brother, which he did frequently.* 
When vSir Joint found out abou^ the forgeries, he also 
learnt that Mrs Broil was t m ourn giug Richard* and, 
therefore, sent his twin to Russia, and informed Mrs 
Broil r that he would dismiss her with a pension. 

The little woman hated the icier of being sent into* 
exile in the ebuntry^ and also* wanted to save Richard. 
The' letter written’ by Jules, hinting Cfurther 
rascalities on Richard’s part, was intercepted by that 
gentleman, and, on Mrs ^Broil’s advice, he disguised 
himself as vSir John and vent down to the country. 
Mrs Br&lM^hen tHd Sir John, an£ induced him to ( ,go 
do&n to the Cuckoo’s O^ovc, in order — as she p'jit it 
— to save Richard. f *It v?a& understood between, the 
nurse and the younger t\/fn that Sir J<j^h was*' ?e 
; 348 -• 
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mfifdered, and then the blame* was to bb$mt on to 
Coui^t BezkofF, or on t <3 the Anarchists. MrkJBroll had 
been the first to guess that the letter came from the 
•Anarchists, and that they threatened to blacken j 
Richard’s character still more to nbs brothfr. By 
Richard’s stopping the letter he was enabled* to jpeet 
Jules as his brother, *and tlieh intended to make 
terms. Sir John, when inveigled the spot, was 
to be murdered, an?T Richard \fais to step into his 
si^r.s. That % a?so accounted for the disguise which 
Richard a^umed. When -Hif «Jobii was dead, Richard 
was to go back for the porti^knleau to the Beltan 
Station, and then go on a guc|t to th^ Manor. His 
strong resemblance to hfc twin, ^nd his knowledge 
ol John’s mannciihins, would' enaW^ him to play fn£ 
part, ^socially. As to the business>»Ric 1 tard w^as 
accomplished a forger that he could Easily assume his 
brother’s bandwTiting .and signatme. Finally, his 
knowledge ol tlic business was as complete as that T>f 
Sir John # s, heoju-'<\ os his brother’s seerc*arj T , he 
ktftnv nearly e^eiy thing. # When the murden had taken 
place/ and Count Bezkoft or some Anarchist was* 
hanged for the rtime, tUfei Mrs Bioll and life false 
Sir John hoped to tini'e ’everything tlieir own wicked* 
way. . 1 

l hifoi Innately for the success of* thft clever plan, 
things did not happen exactly as had been arranged. 
Mrs Btoll took an early train and got oijt at Axleigh, 

► the next station to Beltan* ThA she Valkcd to the 
Cuckoo’s Grove along the road, and concealed herself 
in the bushes ucar •tin* stile, with the red-banded 
knife, which she had taken from the libraty*of the 
Camden Hill house. It was arranged between herself 
and Richard that Sir John ^should bp allowed ft come 
along first, and Chen^whci# he hjd ^>ecn killed by 
Mrs froll, she would leave the *kuife as # cvidence 
against Bezkoff, mid return to town from tha Axleiirh 
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woman df^ed inblack— for Mrs Broil confessed tfumt 
she had , abandoned her gaudy ‘frocks on this expedi- 
tion— and the murderess was thus enabled to &neak 
\ into the Axleigh train and get back to town* 
excused, her abf^nce- when sue returned ^to. Camden 
Hill, by telling ( jfulia that she had been to the slums. 
Then, when she was safe, Mru Broil sat down to wait 
for Richard* r „ ** 

When Sir John 1 appeared sherwas horror-struck to 
find" that she had killed her favourite, &nd immediately 
wondered if she could not .nut the blame of theTTeath 
on Sir John, whom '&he hated the more d for having 
been the unconscious cause of Richard's death. $ut 
she was nof able *10 marage anything, until she 
overheard the cortyersation 2 which Bezkoff had with 
Dorothy and W^lov^r* Then Mrs Broil, thinking 
**tliat Sir John was imprisoned in the* tower, ana that 
the Anarchists had gone, fired the mint;. Afterwards 
she discovered that again the Cosmic lowers had 
intervened on behalf of her victim. She destroyed 
the Anarchists, but left Sir John alive. 

- As to tlit gramophone rn*ord. Julia, being in love 
with Sir John, and knowrag that Mrs Broil hated 
him, always kept a watch cut the nth'se. The records 
were 'Constantly being taken, and even when Richard 
entered the room' to converse with Mrs Broil, the 
nurse never thought — through sheer carelessness, it 
would seem— stopping the machine. Consequently, 
in the middle of a £ong, or a fragment of verse, the , 
record would take down the dialogue between Mrs 
Broil and Richard. They paid no attention to Julia, 
as th<i/ deemed she was deaf, as she certainly *was, 
but the mindless machine took down their guilty con- 
fidences Two or three times Mis Broil removed the 
disc that had beed working while Richard talked ; but 
Julia — later oa— was .prepared &r this, and when Mrs 
Broil wife dismissing Richard at She door the girl 
would take away -an inscribed disc and substitute 
anotkett Mrs Broil neve 1 knew the difference, and 
thus^ 3 ulm had beVm able t C acquire evidence of the 
woman's Igtl^t. '* - . * 

Oi* course, fiss Flint. hd^ f never anticipated xnurcer. 
She simply knew that the and Richard hated Lhg f 
man she loved, and made the gramophone t^ke' t 1 w - 
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thdip words, so that she could tiud ottL what they 
were talking about. \ friiud of hers, woo# she had 
sworn to secrecy, heard the machine going with the 
stolen discs, and repeated the conversations to Julia, 
jflit Miss FHnt held her tonghe, unfciksuch time as Sir 
John should be* accused of murdermg .his Ibrother, 
since she guessed that^Mrs Brqjl intended to Aqke 
some such Accusation. Had the crime been earned 
out as Mrs Broil intended, Count, Bq^kcJff would haw 
been accused mi the evidence of the knife. .But 
Rick Tjd being* dead, his brother could t>e hanged for 
the murder* Mrs Broil ne'tfer Hid accuse Sir Johtf, as 
she apparently was keeping her secret until sucji time 
as -he should force her tcy go to%the country. Then, 
without doubt, she would Jhave blackmailed hirat 
Julia, when she heard what was lljd injthe Manor 
Hotisd library, and when she *knew"Thar Mrs Brol4» 
was dying, produced the discs, with* the result which 
has been sported. • 

“ That jyoman should have been hanged ! ” observed 
Dqjrqfhy to her lover, a month later, when they sat 
in their favouftte comer. • * # 

“ Well, she’s dead,” replied Percy, ri so-thei^s no* 
more to be said*” * % * 

.But Dorothy did m^t agree with him. Nov* that* 
the storm was over and the calm lutd come, she 
wished to talk abou^ wh?t they had undergone. The 
day was lovely, although thefce was a fcjnt of winter 
in the air. In the house, *Lady f Panwi» was talking 
* to Sir John Newby, to whom she had* become quite 
reconciled, since she m had found that he was really 
himself and not his scamp of a brother. Mr Chur, as 
usual, was in his restored library, fastening on the 
wall an iron gag which had been found in th^ ruins. 
Without doubt it was the p«tr used to gag Hatlon, and 
which Jules, with great coolness, had %stolen from the 
libraif-. # Now it, wa9 replaced *by the delight cad Mr 
Clair. And it may be mentioned that Willy Mintcr 
was expected to afternoon Aea. alofig with h«r # brother 
and CSunt Bezkoff, no\% a very frequent visitor to 
the cottage. . * # 

' 'I We must talk over things,” Said #or<Stliy,*slip- 
,pi*g her arm Vithin*th$t.?>f Fern's, ‘•ffhd then we’ll 
ine*tj#n the subjdJt agaip,” 
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“ Wli at £o yon $ish to say ? ” he asked, smiling 1 , 
for Dorottty looked pfettiet*thap evei, and next month 
would surely make a very charming bride. • 

“ Well, then,” said ITorothy, “ it was very hind 
! of Sir John to t^re me xhp, and to promise to assdSf 
you in grour business.” ► 

'rit was,” assented Hallqn. 44 Still , as you did 
fiot love hiqi, and certainly — coiTect die if I am 
wrong — love iik\ did not wake so veiy great a 
sacrifice.’* f „ 

Dorothy pitched him ^ 44 Of course* 1 love^i^m,*’ 

she* pouted. “ But X^love M Sir John also in a way. 
And look how goouF lie lias been to Count BezkofT. 
Willy says that * tiled Czai intends to reinstate him in 
hi s ' father's piopcjyy, and that the high official whe 
caused all; the tumble will be scut to Siberia.** 

“ And qfiite YJght boo,” said Percy. 44 The high 
official was a beast. I suppose that Wien Bezkoff i 1 
restored to liis estates in Moscow, Willy Minter will 
become the Countess BczkofP ” # 

44 Of bourse. Why, she calls him Ivan.’* a 

41 With 1.1 few Adjectives, «1 presume* Luokjj Ivan,* 
f What t doc%i Hilly say to *ljie prospect of’ losing his 
( sister? ** a. 

44 t)h, he is going to Russia ftlw.** 

44 Humph f t I hope he won’t be blown up.*’ 

Dorothy locked at the remaining ruins of the 
tower with griaL horor.f . » 

44 Doli't of v such killings, ” she said. 44 My 

head is yet nuging* with that terrible explosion.” 

“ Well, it did a lot of good," said Hnllon, coolly. 
44 In the first place, it polished off those Anarchists 
who would have worried Bezkoff. In the second, it 
smashed up Mis Broil, who pulled the temple down 
on her own head* like a 4emale Samson ; and in the 
tliiid, it laid btfre fejie buned treusure of Abbot Hurley. 

■ By the way, howVs^xhat business going? *\ V 

, "' 44 Father has sent everything to London to the 
Craw u v officials.” ° *, > 

‘i JVhat ! All tlce crosses* and goblets, and pyxes, 
and altai furniture? I think that there «must he 
thouciandi oj} pounds witfr all that gold and tli>se 
many jewels' ' T wonde'i Jules didn’t cbme across the 
treasure when lie wa*s arrowing his baUcus of^gby 

* '*v V 
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powtfer under the Devil's Ace va*ilt, like A^her Guy 
Fawkes." x _ 

“Bilk the treasure was buried in tlie earth, Percy. 
t^%V the explosion tore up*the gr<^nd spid revealed 
it. Father Jfc’ill ji^et a good deal T>f mwiey forfct irora 
the Government, although I tod i eve it is v Crto. T n 
property, -yofl know.’ 1, m 

; ‘'Ah’! rfir John arnyiged ttoit*jilso 4 He is a good 
frigid to every one.” # 

l^ytohy noddle?!, and then rose. 14 Afixl now come 
to the ruin%” she said, smiling, 11 I have something, 
to show von.” v \ 

“•What is it? ” 4f \ % 

As they saunlcied \owi\Jyjsthe mi ins of the 
)orothy explained : “ Do yftth lcnifabcr tlie DeviFs 
;ce? » ) y"* J «$ 

“ C>li, heavens! ” said Hallnn, \fith a shudder. 

■ Don't talk of that beastly thing. It caused all the 
r rouble.” # 

tf “ No it 'didn't, because it was never turned. And 
all, Julia with het gramophone, put an 
ci&l to - the -trouble.” I g , 

1 (think Mrs Broil's # confession did tbfct. llow- 
ever, I am glad ‘that fcn John shewed his grat^ude , 
\to Julia by making hei independent” m 

rather lave married 


“ T daresay; but 
"•John's gratitude to 


i 


Ah, poor girl ! >She # would 

i % t . 

ihe cguld scarce!^* expeft Sir 
carry him # tliat mr. I don’t 
>elieve that lie will ever marry, since lie has Ipst 
ou. Dorothy ” — he stopped and took her hands — 
he i% rich and 1 am poor. Why (h^ T on marry Jie? ” 
44 Because I love you. And you will be rich jsoon. 
vVhy, v Sir John will put lots of business in your* way. 
iou .know what a fancy he has takym »to you.” 

“ Htpis vciy magnanimous, ” s.g'frd Ilalloi; again 
walking Towards the ruins, " considering %vhat 


jewel 1 ihave taken from him. Oh,^ieie comet Bcz' 
and Wify. How liappv they look.” i 

It was ^indeed the Russian and Miss Min|ei^ \ 
appitiaehed. Thev looked ypry haifisomif *amd \ 
happy. * *£ # • • % V 

you gf # gj*ck to Russia*? ” asked 
$i**TCi£fully, when greetings ^fvexe {exchanged. - 


io 

very 
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some tkne,”*'said Wilhp. In !Jct> I 
think Ivan and 1 will ..live 'for t&e most p$rt in 
England; and down l$re, Dolly, where )iou and 

Percy can i,;ve aVo-” v • 

" W<f-’can < .foj ? n a Community,” said Berkoff. ** But 
I \ave a great deahto be thankful for* 1 am happy 
cow, and I can acf like anthem curable* gentleman.” 

" Ivan, J tyon*t Jbavfc you speak <uiy more of the 
past,” said Willy. 

Be/Jtjff kis&ed her hand “ You hre an anr^^ J 
“ Where is Billy ? ”*ash\ d Hallon, idly . '* ’ ■ 

“ He is coming up shortly. Whore are you going 
now?” ( / t . , >• 

Dorothy has r^und sqjye*hin g,” said Percy. 

Miss Cl^ir no'Y^d, unci', walking towards the thicket 
near the vyiiw.ng ifcitb, stooped down and « picked 
something off iSie grass. * 

” Look! ” It was a very antique leaking card, 
fetaiued vrith rain and blackened with gunpowder. 

” The Devil’s Aee! ” cried WiHv. " Dh ! ,fancj* 
that fraih things escaping the explosion.” , 
i <r Drpp it, Dolly,” sab* Percy, uneasily. l i-J* wish 
you had never found 

‘ “JS'o,” -said Dorothy, holding it up ”1 believe 

the curse ha^ been removed, so 1 am about to turn it fi 
and wish.” f 

“ JSo ! Nc 1 ” t ‘ 

At this foment Lady t> Panivin was seen issuing 
from the luuse with v SiV John. They espied the* 
yoking people and came towards them. Hallon tried 
to take the Ace from Dorothy*. 

” tfjady Panwil^” he cried, ” stop Dorothy' fiom 
tempting Fate again,” 

” The Ace of .Abbot Hurley! ” said Lady Panwin,* 
astonished, »* , , " 

«” pf *Atnyas CVAi** you mean. He won ]tbe estate^ 
♦■with that card.” 

,r\ Curious that "it should escape being b^own U 

b\ 0 4h M Newby. 1 iu 

going to "tempt Tate,” said Dorothy; a$d, 
before intone could step her, tfhe solemnly tttrned 
th<rfc»;a. wish wealth*, fcWth and happiness, \an<? 
honour fortu^ all.” .I; 1 * ’» * * 

She pause^ r^d[ ladghed.' * 








